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TO
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“He .sent our Lawfull Prince amongst us, and
I followed him."”

Laurence Oliphant the younger of Gash.

“A brighter courage and a gentler disposition
were never married together.”

Lord Clarerndon (of Sir Bevil Grenville).



IN all that concerns Doctor Archibald
Cameron this story follows historical
fact very closely, and its final scenes em-
body many of his actual words.



CONTENTS

CHAP.
I THE BROKEN CLAYMORE

11 LIFUTENANT HECTOR GRANT OF THE REGIMENT

*  D'ALBANIE
ur . A FRENCH SONG BY LocH TREIG
Iv. THE MAN WI1H A PRICE ON HIS HEAD
v KEITHIE HAS TOO MANY PHYSICIANS
vi ‘WHoO 1:3 THIS MAN?’
vIl %A GREAT MANY LIES
viit ON CHRISTMAS NIGHT
1IX THE WORM AT THE HEART
X ‘AN ENEMY HATIl DONE THIS'
Xt THE CASTLE ON THE SHORE
XiI  AFTER SUNSTT
Xill THE RELUGTANT VILLAIN
X1v  IN TIME-—AND TOO LATE
XV  ‘'TWAS THERE THAT WE PARTED——
XVl THE DOOR IN ARLINGTON STRELT
Xvil FORESEEN AND UNFORESEEN
xvil  CROSSING SWORDS

PAGE

I
21
31
45
54
69
8o
91
108
124
133
145
160
174
184
19§

203
A*



XIX
XX

XX
XXIiI
XX1v

« THE GLEAM IN THE NORTH
KEeITH WINDHAM'S MOTHER
‘LOCHABER NO MORE’
FINLAY MACPHAIR IS BOTH UNLYCKY AND FORTUNATE
‘STONE-DEAD HATH NO FLLLOW’
CONSTANT AS STLEL
‘THE SALLY-PORT 10 E1ERNITY’

EPILOGUE

218
271
241
255
269
281
289



CHAPTER 1

The Broken Cl aymore

I

“AND then,” said the childish voice, “the clans charged . . . but
I expect you do not know what that means, Keirhie; it means
that they ran very fast against the Lnglish, waving their broad-
sworgs, and all with their dirks in their left hands under the targe;
and they were so ficrce and so br ive that they broke through the
line of English soldiers which were in tront, and if there had not
been *so many more Lnglish, and they well-fed—but we were
very hungry and had marched all night. . . .”

The little boy paused, leaving the sequel untold; but the pause
itself told it. From the pronoun into which he had dropped,
from his absorbed, exalted air, he might aimost have been him-
self in the lost battle of which he was telling the story this after-
noon, among the Highland heather, to a boy still younger. And
in fact he was not relating to those small, inattentive ears any
tale of old, unhappy, far-oft things, nor of a battle long ago.
Little more than six ycars had passed since these children’s own
father had lain badly wounded on the tragic moorland of Cullo-
den—had indced died there but for the devotion of his foster-
brothers.

“And this,” concluded the story-teller, leaving the gap still
unbridged, “this is the hilt of a broadsword that was used in the
battle ” He uncovered an object of a roundish shape wrapped in
a handkerchief and lying on his knees. “Cousin lan Stewart gave
it to me last week, and now 1 will let you see it. . . . You're not
listening—you’re not even looking, Keithie!”

The dark, pansy-like eyes of his little hearer were lifted to his.

“Yes, My was,” he replied in his clear weble. “But somesing
runned so fast down My’s leg,” he added apologetically. “It
comed out of the fraoch.”

Not much of his small three-year-old person could be seen, so

1



2 THE GLEAM IN THE NORTH

deep planted was it in the aforesaid heather. His brother Donald,
on the contrary, was commandingly situated in a fallen pine-
stem. The sun of late September, striking low through the birch
trees, gilded his childish hair, ripe corn which gleamed as no
cornfield ever did, he was so well-grown and sturdy that he
might have passed for seven or eight, though 1n reality a good
deal younger, and one could almost have imagined the winged
helm of a Viking on those bright locks. But the little delicate
face, surmounted by loose dark curls, which looked up at him
from the fading heather, was that of a gently brooding angel—
like that small scraph of Carpaccio’s who bends so concernedly
over his big lute. Betwcen the two, tall, stately and melancholy,
sat Luath, the great shaggy Highland deerhound; and behind was
the glimmer of water.

The historian on the log suddenly got up, gripping his clay-
more hilt ight. It was big and heavy; his childish hand was lost
inside the strong twming basketwork. Of the blade there re-
mained but an inch or s0. “Come along, Keithie!”

Obediently the angel turned over as small children do when
they rise from the ground, took his brother’s outstretched hand
and began to move away with him, Iifting his Iittle legs high to
clear the tough heather stems.

“Not going home now, Donald?” he 1nquired after a moment,
tiring, no doubt, of this prancing motion.

“We will go this way,” replied the elder boy somewh'lt dis-
ingenuously, well aware that he had turned his back on the
house of Ardroy, his home, and was making straight for Loch
na h-lolaire, where the two were never allowed to go unaccom-
panied. “I think that Father 1s fishing hete somewhere.”

2

Conjecture or knowledge, Donald’s statement was correct,
though, as an excuse for theirs, his father's presence was scarcely
sufficient, since nearly a quarter of a mile of water intervened
between Ewen Cameron of Ardroy and his offspring. He could
not even sce his small sons, for he sat on the farther side of the
tree-covered 1slet in the middle of the loch, a young auburn-
haired giant with a Jetermined mouth, patiently splicing the
broken joint of a fishing-rod.

More than four years had elapsed since Ardroy had returned
with his wife and his little son from exile after Culloden. As



THE BROKEN CLAYMORE 3

long as Lochuel, his proscribed chief, was alive, he had never con-
templated such a return, but in those October days of 1748 when
the noblest and most disinterested of all the gentlemen who had
worn the White Rose lgy dying in Picardy of brain fever (or,
mote truly, of a broken heart) he had 1n an interval of consaious-
ness laid ¢hat 1njunction on the kinsman who almost felt that
with Lochiel’s his own cxistence was closing too  All his hfe
Lochiel s word had been law to the voung man, a wish uttered
by those dyig lips was a behesc so sacted that no hesitations
could stand in the way of carrying 1t out lwen resigned the
commission which he bote mn Tochidd s own regiment 1n the
French service, and breathed once mnore the air of the hills of
home, and saw agun the old grcy house and the mountain-
clasped loch which was evende et But he knew that he would
have to pay a price for his rcturn

And indced he had come bick to a lile very diflerent from that
which had been his before the ear 17 45—to one full of petty
annojy 1nces and restrictions 1t 1 ool wctnal persecution He was
not himself ~ttunted 1nd thereby e xempted hike some, from the
Act of Indemmty or he could not have returned at all, but he
came back to find his rehigion proscribed his arms taken from
him, and the wearing of his native dress made a penal offence
which at its second comniission might be punished with trans-
portatton The feudal jurisdiction ot the chiefs was shattered tor
ever, and now the I nghish nad stnddcd the Highlands with a
series ot military outposts nd thence (1t a grcat expenditure of
shoc lcather) patrolled all but he wildest glens It was a maimed
existence a kind of exile 2t homic and though indeed to a High-
lander with all of 1 Celt's inborn passion for his native land, 1t
had 1ts compensations, and though he was most happily married,
Ewen Cameron knew many bitter hours  He ws only thirty-
three— and looked lcs>—and he w 1< 1 Jacobite and fighter born.
Yet both he and hi wife believed that he was doing right in thus
hiving quietly on his estate, for he could thereby stand, in some
measure, between his tenants and the pressare of authority, and
his two boys could grow up 1n the home of their forefathers
Keith, indeed had first opened his eyes at Ardroy, and even
Donald 1n Cngland whither, like other heroic Jacobite wives in
similar circumstances Lady Ardroy had journeyed from France
for her confinement, 1n order that the heir should not be born on
foreign <o1l

Besides, Lochie) had counselled return
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Moreover, the disaster of Culloden had by no means entirely
quenched Jacobite hopes. The Prince would come again, said the
defeated among themselves, and matters go better . . . next
year, or the year after. Ewen, in France, had shared those hopes.
But they were not so green now. The treaty of Aix-la-Chapelle
had rendcred French aid a thing no more possible; dnd indeed
Jacobite claims had latterly meant to France merely a useful
weapon with which to threcaten her ancient foe across the
Channel. Once he who was the hope of Scotland had been
hunted day and night among these Western hills and islands, and
the poorest had sheltered him without thought of consequences;
now on the wide continent of Europe not a crowned head would
receive him for fear of political complications. More than three
years ago, therefore, poor, outcast and disillusioned, he who
had been ‘Bonnie Prince Charlic’ had vanished into a plgtter’s
limbo. Very few knew his hiding-places; and not one High-
lander.

3

“My want to go home,” said little Keith, sighing. The two
children were now standing, a few yards from the verge, look-
ing over the Loch of the Eagle, where the fringeiiig birches were
beginning to yellow, and the quiet water was expecting the sun-
set.

Donald took no notice of this plaint; his eyes were intently
fixed on something up on the red-brown slopes of Mcall Achadh
on the far side—was it a stag?

“Father not here,” began the smaller boy once more, rather
wistfully. “Go home to Mother now, Donald ?’

“All in good time,” said Master Donald in a lordly fashion.
“Sit down again, if you are tired.”

“Not tircd,” retorted little Keith, but his mouth began to
droop. “Want to go home—Luath goned!” He tugged at the
hand which held him.

“Be quict!” exclaimed his brother impatiently, intent on the
distant stag—if stag it were. He loosed his hold of Keitl. s hand,
and, putting down the claymore hilt, used both his own to shade
his eyes, remembering the thrill, the rather awful thrill, of
coming once upon an eight-pointer which severe weather had
brought down almost to the housc. This object was certainly
moving; now a birch tree by the loch-side blocked his view of it.
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Donald himself moved a little farther to the left to avoid the
birch branches, almost as breathless as if he had really been
stalking the beast. But in a minute or two he could see no
further sign of it on the distant hillside, and came back to his
actual surroundings to fifd that his small brother was no longer
beside him, but had trotted out to the very brink of the loch, in
a place where Donald had always been told that the water was
as deep as a kirk.

“Keith, come back at once!” he shouted in dismay. “You
know that you arc not to go there!”

And then he missed the claymore hilt which he had laid down
a yard or so away; and crying, “lHow dare you take my sword!”
flung himself atter the truant.

But before he could rcach it the small figure had turned an
exultant face. “My got yours tov!” And then ae had it no
longr, for with all his childish might he had thrown it from him
mto the water. There was a delighttul splash. “It's away!”
annoynced Keithic, laughing gleciully.

Donald stood there arrested, his rosy face gone white as paper.
For despite the small strength which had thrown the thing, the
irreplaccable relic was indeed ‘away’ . . . and since the loch
was so deep there. and he could not swim . . . Then the hot
Highiind blood came surging back to his heart, and, blind with
a chiid’s unthinking rage, he pounced on the malcfactor. One
turious push, and he had seut his three-year-old brother to join
the claymore hilt in the place where Loch na h-lolaire was as
decp as a kirk.

4

A child's scream —two screams—macde Twen Cameron throw
down his rod and spri..g to his feet. In that stillness of the heart
of the hills, and o r v ater, sounds travelled undimmed, and he
had for a little time been well aware of childish voices at a dis-
tance, und had L.nown them, too, for those of his own boys. But
since it never occurred to him that the children were there un-
attended, he was not perturbed; he would row over to them
presently.

Butnow . . . He ran across the islet in & panic. The screams
prolonged themselves; he heard himself called. God! what had
happened? Then he saw.

On the shore of the loch, looking very small against the great
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old pines behind him, stood a boy rigid with terror, screaming in
Gaelic and English for his father, for Angus, for anyone . . .
-and in the water not far from shore was something struggling,
rising, disappearing. . . . Ardroy jumped into the small boat in
which he had rowed to the island, and began to pull like a mad-
man towards the shore, his head over his shoulder e while.
And thus he saw that there was something else in the loch also—
a long, narrow head forging quickly through the water towards
the scene of the accident, that place near land, indeed, but deep
enough to drown twenty children. Luath, bless him, thought
the young man, has gone in from a distance. Before he had
rowed many more strokes he himself dropped his oars, and,
without pausing even to strip oft his coat, had plunged in him-
self. Cven then, strong swimmer though he was, he doubted if he
should be in time. . . . The dog had got there first, and had
seized the child, but was more occupied in trying to get him
bodily out of the loch than in keeping his head above water.
But with a stroke or two more Ardroy was up to them, only
praying that he should not have to struggle with Luath for pos-
session. Mercifully the deerhound obeyed his command to let
go, and in another moment Ewen Cameron was scrambling out
of Loch na h lolaire, himsclf tully as terrified as either of the
children, but clutching to him a sodden, choking little bundle,
incoherent between fright and loch-water. .

5

The old house of Ardroy stood some quarter of a mile from
the loch, rather strangely turning its back upon it, but, since it
thus looked south, capturing the sun for a good part of the day,
even in midwinter. Comfortable and unpretentious, it had
already secn some hundred and thirty autumns, had sometimes
rung with youthful voices, and sometimes lacked them. Now
once again 1t had a nursery, where at this moment, by a fire of
peat and logs, a rosy-cheeked Highland girl was making prepara-
tions for washing two small persons who, after scrambling about
all afternoon 1n the heather and bracken, would probab!y stand
in need of soap and water.

And presently theit mother came through the open door, dark-
haired like her younger son, slight, oval-faced, almost a girl still,
for she was but in her late twenties, and combining a kind of
effortless dignity with a girlish sweetness of expression.
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*“Are the children not home yet, Morag? ’ she asked, using the
Gaelic; and Morag answered her lady that surely they would not
be long now, and it might be that the laird himself was bringing
them, for he had gone yp past the place where they were
playing.

“Ah, thée they are,” said Lady Ardroy, for she had heard her
husband’s step in the hall, and as she left the room his soft High-
land voice floated up to her, even softer than its wont, for it
seemed to be comforting someone. She looked over the stairs
and gave an exclamation. Ardroy was dripping wet, all save his
head, and in his arms, clinging to hira with an occasional sob,
was a pitiful little object with dark hair streaked over its face.

Ewen looked up at the same moment and saw her. “All is
well, dear heart,” he said quickly. “Keithic has had a wee mis-
hap. but here he is, safe and sound.”

He fan up the stairs and put the small wet thing, wrapped in
Donald’s coat, into its mother's aims. “Yes—the loch . . . he
fell ine No harm, I think; only Irightened. Luath got to him
first; I was on the island.”

Alison gave a gasp. She had scized her youngest almost as if
she were rescuing him from the rescuer, and was covering the
damp, forlorn little face with kisses. “Darling, darling, you arc
safe with mother now! . . . He must be put into a hot bath at
once !’ Sheran with him into the nursery. “Is the water heated,
Morag?”

Ardroy, wet and gigantic, followed her in, and behind came
the mute and coatless Donald, who stood a moment looking at
the bustle, and then went and seated himself, very silent, on the
window-scat. Close to the fire his mother was getting the little
sodden garments off Keith, Morag was pouring out the hot water,
his father, who could b. ot no use here, was contributing a damp
patch to the nurserv floor. But keithic had ceased to cty now,
and as he was put into the bath hc even patted the water and
raised a tiny splash.

And then, after he was immersed. he said to his mother, raising
those irresistible velvety eyes, “Naughty Donald, to putch
Kcithie into the water!”

“Oh, my darling, my peericwinkle, you must not say things
like that!” exclaimed Alison, rather shocked. “There, we'll
forget all about falling in; you are safe home now. Towel,
Morag!”

“Donald putched Keithie into the water,” repeated the little
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naked boy from the folds of the towel. And again, with deeper
reprobation in his tone, “Naughty Donald!”

Ardroy, anxiously and helplessly watching these operations,
knelt down on one knee beside his wife and son and said gently,
“Donald should not have gone near the loch; that was naughty
of him, but you must not tell a lie about it, Keithie!¥

“Did putch My in!” reitcrated the child, now wrapped in a
warm blanket, and looking not unlike a chrysalis. “Did—did!”

“Yes, I did,” said a sudden voice from behind. “It’s not a lie—
I did push him in.” And with that Donald advanced from the
window.

I1is kneeling father turned so suddenly that he almost over-
balanced. “You—you pushed your little brother into Loch na
h-lolaire!” he repeated, in a tone of utter incredulity, while
Alison clutched the chrysalis to her, looking like a mother in a
picture of the massacre of the innocents. “You pushed hitn in—
deliberatcly ! repeated Ardroy once more, getting to his feet.

The child faced him, fearless but not defiant, his golden head
ercct, his hands clenched at his sides.

“I'le threw my broaidsword hilt in. It was wicked of him—
wiched!” The voice shook a moment. “But he 15 not telling a
lie.”

For a second I'wen gazed, horrificd, at his wife, then at his
heir. “I think you had better go downstairs to my room,«sDonald.
When I have changed my clothes [ will come and talk to you
there—You'll be getting Kcithie to bed as soon as possible, I
suppose, mo chridhe?”

“Donald . . . Donald!” murmured his mother, looking at
the culprit with all the sorrow and surprise of the world in her
eyes

“Naughty Donald.” chanted his brother with a flushed face.
“Naughty . . . naughty . . . naughty!”

‘A great deal more than naughty,” thought the young father
to himself, as he went to his bedroom and stripped off his wet
clothes. ‘Good Gnd, how came he to do such a thing?’

In the hall Luath, wet too, rose and poked a cold nose into his
hand. “Yes,” said his master, “you did your duty, ¢vod dog
. . . but my boy, how could he have acted so!”’

He put that quedtion squarely to the delinquent, who was
waiting for him in the little room where Ardroy kept his books
and rods and saw his tenantry. Donald’s blue eyes met his
frankly.
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“I suppose because I was angry with Keithie for being so
wicked,” he replied.

Ewen sat down, and, afraid le$t his horror and surprise should
make him too stern, drewsthe child towards him. “But, surely,
Donald, you are sorry and ashamed now? Think what might
have happ®ned!”

The fair head drooped a littlc—but not, evidently, in peni-
tence. “l am not sorry, Father, that [ threw him in. He was
wicked; he took my claymorc hilt that was used at Culloden
and threw it in. So 1t was right that he should be punished.”

“Great heavens!” exclaimed his parent, loosing his hold of
him at this pronouncement, “don’t you think that your little
brother is of more importance than a bit of an old broad-
sword?”

To yhich Donald made the devastating reply : “No, Father,
for I don’t suppose that I can ever have the hilt again, because
the loch is so deep there. But «ome day I may have another
brother; Morag said so.”

Words were smitten from the laird of Ardroy, and for a
moment he gazed speechless at this example of infantile logic.
“Donald,” he said at last, “I begin to think you're a wee thing
fey. Go to bed now; I'll speak to you again in the morning.”

“If you are g®ing to punish me, FFather,” said the boy, stand-
ing up Pery straight, and looking up at him with his clear, un-
daunt 'd eyes, “I would licfa you did it now.”

“[ am afraid that you cannot have cverything you wish, my
son,” replied Ardroy rather grimly. “Go to your bed now, and
pray to God to show you how wicked you have been. I had
rather y ou felt that than thought ahout getting your punishment
over quickly. Indeed, if the sight of your little brother all
but drowning through your act was not punishment . . .” He
stopped, for he remembered that Donald had at least screamed
for help.

But -he executor of vengeance stuck to his guns. “It was
Keithie who deserved punishment,” he murmured, but not very
steadily.

“The child’s bewitched!” said Ewen to himself, staring at
him. Then he put a hand on his shoulder “Come now,” he said
in a softer tone, “gct you to bed, and think of what you would be
feeling like now if Keithie had becen drowned. as he certainly
would have been had I not happened to be on the island, for
Luath could not have scrambled right out with him. . . . And
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you see what disobedience leads to, for if you had not taken
Keithie to the loch he could not have thrown your hilt into it.”

This argument appeared to irtipress the logical mind of his son.
“Yes, Father,” he said in a more subdgied tone. “Yes, I am sorry
that I was disobedient.”

And, though Ardroy at once divined a not very Satisfactory
reason for this admission, he wisely did not probe into it. “Go to
bed now.”

“Am I to have any supper?”

“Supper’s of small account,” replied Ewen rather absently,
gazing at the golden-haired criminal. “Yes ... mean No—no
supper.”

On that point at least he was able to comc to a decision. And
Donald seemed satisfied with its justice. He left the room
gravcly, without saying good-night. .

Later, bending with Alison over the little bed where Donald’s
victim was already nearly aslecp, Ewen repeated his opinion that
their elder son was fey. “And what are we to do with him?
He scems to think that he was completely justified in what he
did! 'Tis . . . ’tis unnatural!”

And he looked so perturbed that his wife smothered her own
no less acute feelings on the subject and said €onsolingly, “He
must at least have done it 1n a blind rage, dear love.” «

“I hope so, indeed. But he is so uncannily calm and judicial
over it now. I don’t know what to do. Ought I to thrash him?”

“You could not,” murmured Lady Ardroy. Like many large,
strong men, Ewen Cameron was extraordinarily gentle with
creatures that were neither. “No, I will try whether I cannot
make Donald see what a dreadful thing he did. Oh, Ewen, if you
had not been there. . . .” Her lips trembled, and going down
on her knees she laid her head against the little mound under the
bedclothes.

Keithie half woke up and bestowed a sleepy smile upon her.
In common with his impenitent brother he seemed to have re-
covered from his fright; it was the parents of both in whose cup
the dregs of the adventure were left, very disturbing to the
palate.



CHAPTER 11

Licutenant Flector Grant qf the
Ré(qiment d’Albanie

ALISON retired carly that evening, to keep an cye upon her
youngest born after his immersion. But Ardroy d*1 not go to
bed at his usual hout; indeed, he remained far beyond it, and
half-past eleven found him pacing up and down the big living-
room, his hands behind his back. ™ow and again, as he turned in
his perambulation, there was to be seen the merest trace of his
memento of Culloden, the limp which, when he was really tired,
was clearly to be recognised tor one.

Deeply shocked at this fratricidal tendency in his cldest son,
and pus/led how best to deal with it, the young man could not
get his mind ofl $he incident. When he looked at Luath, lying
on the dserskin in front of the hearth, nose on paws and eyes
following his cvery movement, he telt almost ashamed that the
dog should have witnessed the crime which made Donald, at his
early age, a potential Cain!

At last, in desperation, he went to his own sanctum, scized an
account book and bore it back to the fireside. Anything to take
his mind off the atternoon’s aftair, were it only the ever-recurring
difficulty of making ircome and expenditure tally. For Ewen
had never received—had never wished to receive—a single louis
of the French gold buried at Loch Arkaig, though it had been con-
veyed into Cameron territory by a Cameron, and though another
Cameron, together with the proscribed chief of the Macphersons
(still in hiding in Badenoch), was agent for its clandestine dis-
tribution among the Jacobite clans. Ardroy had told Doctor
Archibald Cameron, Lochicl’s brother, and his own cousin and
intimate, who had been the hero of its trarfsportation and in-
terment, that he did not need any subsidy: and John Cameron of
Fassefern, the other brother, representative in the Highlands of
the dead Chief’s family now in F'rance, was only too relieved not

11
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to have another applicant clamouring for a dole from that fast
dwindling hoard.

And Ardroy himself was glad of his abstention, for by this
autumn of 1742 1t was becoming clear that the money landed
from the ['rench ships just after the battle of Culloden, too late
to be of any use in the campaign, had now succeeded in setting
clan agamnst clan and kinsman aganst kinsman, in raising
jealousies and cven—for there were ugly rumours abroad—in
breeding intormcrs. Yes, it was dragon’s teeth, after all, which
Archibald Cameron had with such devotion sowed on Loch
Arkaig side—seed which had sprung up, not in the guse of
armed men to fight for the Stuarts, but 1n that of a crop of deadly
poison. Even Lwen did not suspect how deadly.

In the midst of the young laird’s rather absent-minded calcula-
tions Luath suddenly raised his head and growled. Ardroy laid
down his papers and hstened, but he could hear nothitg. The
decrhound growled again, on a deep, threatening note, and rose,
the hair along his neck suftening. His eyes were fixed, on the
windows.

“Quict!” said his master, and, rising also, went to one, drew
aside the curtains, and looked out. Iie could sce nothing, and
yet he, too, felt that someone was there  With Luath, sull growl-
ing, at his heels, he left the room, opened the dpor of the house,
and going through the porch, stood outsade. .

The cool, spacious calm of the Highland mght enveloped him
in an nstant; he saw Aldebaran brilhant 1n the south-east be-
tween two dark continents of cloud Then footsteps came out of
the shadows, and a shim, cloaked figute shipped quickly past him
into the porch.

“I'st-1l perimis d’entrer, mon cher?” 1t asked, low and half
laughing. “Down, Luath—it’s a friend, good dog'”

“Who is 1t?” had been surptised out of Ewen in the same
mornent, as he turned.

“Sure, you know that!” said the voice. “But shut your door,
Ardroy!”’

The intruder was in the parlour now, in the lamplight, and as
Ewen histened atter him he flung his hat upon the t.ble, and
advanced with both hands outstrctched, a dark, <'ender. clear-
featured young man of about five and twenty, wearing powder
and a long green roquelaure.

“Eector, by all the powers!” exclaimed his involuntary host.
l‘w at———“
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“What brings me here? I'll tell you in a moment. How does
Alison, and yourself, and the bau ns? Faith, I'll hardly be know-
ing those last again, I expect.”

“Alison is very well,” r.plled Ewen to Alison’s only brother.
“We are all well, thank God. And Alison will be vastly pleased
to see youeas [ am. But why this unannounced visit, my dear
Hector—and why, if I may ask, this mysterious cntrance by
night? 'Tis mere chance that I am not abed like the rest of the
house.”

“I had my reasons,” said Hector Grant cheerfully. “Nay, I'm
no deserter” (he was an officer 1n I rench service), ““but [ thought
1t wiser to ship in unnoticed if I could [I’ll tell you why anon,
when [ am less—you'll pardon me for menuoning it?—less
sharp-set.”

“My sorrow!"” exclaimed his host  “Torgive me—I'll have
food before y ou mn a moment 1t down, I'achamnn, and 1 will tell
Alison of your arrival.”

Hector caught at bim - “Don’t rouse har now  The morn will
be tim¢ enough, and 'm wanting a few words with you first.”
He threw ofl his roquelaure  “May I not come and forage with
you, as we did—where was it . . at Manchester, I think—in
the '45.”

“Come on thgn,” said his brother-in-law, a hand on his
shoulder, and they cach lit a candle and went, 1ather like school-
boys, to rifle the Iardcr And precently Ardroy was sitting at the
table watching his nmudnight visitor give a vary good account of
a venison pie  This shm, vivacious, distinctly attractive young
man might almost have passed for 1 T'renchman and indeed his
long re 'dcnce in France had given hun not a few Galhic tricks of
gesture and expresstion 1 or Hector Grant had lived 1broad since
he entered French serve ¢ at the age of sixteen—and betore that
too; only during the fatcful year ot the Rising had he spent any
length of time 1n Britain It was ndeed, his | rench commission
which had saved him fiom the scaftold, for he had been one of
the 1ll-ated garrison of Carlisle.

“Venison—ah, good to be back where one can have a shot ata
deer again!” he presently observed with his mouth full I envy
you, mon frére.”

“You need not,” answered [ wen “You fbrget that I cannot
have a shot at one; | have no means of doing 1t—no firearms,
no, not the smallest fowling-picce  We have to snare our deer or
use dogs.”

”
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“C’est vrai; 1 had forgotten. But I cannot think how you sub-
mit to such a deprivation.”

“Submit?” asked Ardroy grather bitterly. “There is no
choice: every Highland gentleman of our party has to submit
to it, unless he has ‘quahhed’ to the Paghsh Government.”

“And you still have not done that?” .

Ewen flushed. “My dear Hector, how should I take an oath
of fidelity to the Llector ot Hanover? Do you think I'm become
a Whig?”

“Faith, no—unless you've mightily changed since we marched
into England together, seven years ago come Hallowmas. But,
Eoghain, besides the arms which you have bcen forced to give
up, there’ll surely be some which you have contrived to keep
back, as has always been done in the past when these distasteful
measurcs were imposed upon us?”’

Ewen’s face darkened. “The LEnglish were cleverer this time.
After the Act of "25 no onc was made to call down a curse upon
himself, his kin and all his undertakings, to invoke the death of
a coward and burial without a prayer in a strange land if he
broke his oath that he had not, and never would have in his
possession, any sword or pistol or arm whatsoever, nor would
use any part of the highland garb.”

Hector whistled. “Ma foi, you subscribed to that!”

“I had to,” answered Lwen shortly. ¢ .

“I never realised that when I was here two years ago, but then
my visit was so short. I did indeed know that the wearing of the
tartan in any form was [orbidden.”

“That,” observed Ardroy, “bears harder in a way upon the
poor folk than upon us gentry. I had other clothes, if not, I
could buy some; but the crofters, what else had they but their
hamespun plaids and philabegs and gowns? Is it any wonder
that they resorted at first to all sorts of shifts and cvasions of the
law, and do still, wearing a piece of plain cloth merely wrapped
round the waist, sewing up the kilt 1n the hope that it may pass
for breeches, and the like?”

“But that is not the only side of it,” said the young Franco-
Scot rather impatiently. “You arc eloquent on the mon: y hard-
ship inflicted on the country folk, but surely you do not yourself
relish being deprived by an enemy of the garb which has always
marked us as a race?”

He was young, impetuous, not remarkable for tact, and his
brother-in-law had turned his head away without reply, so that
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Hector Grant could not see the gleam which had come into those
very blue eyes of his, nor guess the passionate resentment which
was always smouldering in ArdroY’s heart over a measure which,
in common with the poorast Highlander, he loathed with every
fibre of his being, and which he would long ago have disobeyed
but for the $uftering which the consequences to him would have
brought upon his wife and children.

“I should have thought——" young Grant was going on,
when Ewen broke in, turning round and reaching for the claret,
““Have some more wine, Hector. Now, am I really not to wake
Alison to tell her that you ate here?”

Hector finished his glass. “No, let her slecp, the darling! I'll
have plenty of time to talk with hetr—thatis, 1f you will keep me
a few days, Ardroy?”

“My dear brother, why ask? My housc 1s yours,” said Ewen
warmly.

Hector made a hittle gesture of thanks. “I'll engage not to
wear the tartan,” he said smiling, “nor my umforn, 1n case the
English redcoats should mishke 1t.”

“That is kind of you And, as I guess, you could not, having
neither with you” (“A mo1,” said Hector to this, hke a fencer
acknowledging a hit). “I'll sce about a bed for you now. There
15 one always ready for a guest, I behieve’

Again the young officer stayed him. s not much past mid-
night yet. And I want a word with you, I wen, a serious word.
I'd liefer indeed say it before I .leep under your root, I think . ..
more especially since (for yout family’s sake) you have become
. . . prudent.”

Ardroy’s face clouded a hittle Ile hated the very name of
‘prudence’, and the thing too, but 1t was true that he had to
exercise 1t. “Say on,” Le responded rather briefly

“Eh bien,” begar ilector, his cy¢s on the empty wineglass
which he was twirling 1in his fingecs, “although 1t 1s quite true
that [ art come hither to see my sister and her children, there 15
someone else whom [ am very anxious to have speech with.”

“And who's that?” asked E wen a trifle uncasily. “You are not
come, I hope, on any business connected with the Loch Arkaig
treasure? 'Tis not Cluny Macpherson whom, you wish to see?”

Hector looked at him and smiled. “I hope to sce Cluny later—
though not about the treasure Just now 1t’s a man much easier
to come at, a man 1n Lochaber, that I'm secking—yourself, in
short.”
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Ewen raised his eyebrows. ‘“You have not far to go, then.”

“I am not so sure of that,” responded young Grant cryptically.
He paused a moment. “Ewen, Kave you ever heard of Alexander
Murray?” 4

“The brother of Lord Murray of Elibank, do you mean? Yes.
What of him?” '

“And Finlay MacPhair ot Glenshian-—young Glenshian—did
you ever meet him in Paris?”

“No, I have never met him.”

“N’importe. Now lhsten, and I will tell you a great secret.”

He drew closer, and into Ardroy’s ears he poured the some-
what vague but (to kwen) alarming details of a plot to surprise
St. James’s Palace and Kidnap the whole Lnglish Royal Family,
by means, chiclly, of young officers like himself in the French
service, aided by Highlanders, of whom five hundred, he alleged,
could be raised in London. The German Elector, his remaining
son and his grandsons once out of the way, England would
acquiesce with joy in the fait accompli, and welcome ker true
Prince, who was to be ready on the coast. The Highlands, of
course, must be prepared to rise, and quickly, for Hector be-
lieved that an carly date in November had been fixed for the
attempt. The Scots whom he had just mentioned were in the
plot; the Carl Marischal knew of it. And tlector himself, having
already resolved to spend his leave in visiting his sister, had
also, it was evident, conceived the idea of oftering Ardroy a
share in the enterprise, apparently hoping to induce him to go to
London and enrol himselt among the putative five hundred High-
landers.

“But, before we discuss that,” he finished, “tell me what you
think of the whole notion of this coup dec main? Is it not ex-
cellent, and just what we ought to have carried out long ago,
had we becn wise?” And he leant back with a satisfied air as if
he had no fear of the reply.

But there was no answering light on the clear, strong face
opposite him. Camecron of Ardroy was looking very grave.

“You want to know what [ think?” he asked slowly. “Well,
first I think that the scheme is mad, and could not succeed; and
secondly, that it is unworthy, and does not deserve to.”

Hector sat up in his chair. “Hé! qu’est-ce quc tu me chantes
1a?” he cried with a frown. “Say that again!”

Ewen did not comply: instead he went on very earnestly:
“You surely do not hold with assassination, Hector! But no
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doubt you do not see the affair in that light . . . you spoke of
kidnapping, I think. O, for Heaven's sake, have nothing to do
with a plot of that kind, which ¢the Prince would never soil his
hands with!” °

“You are become very squeamish on a sudden,” observed his
visitor, sur®eying him with an air at once crestfallen and deeply
resentful. “And somewhat behind the times, too, since you re-
tired to these parts. The Prince not only knows but approves of
the plan.”

His brother-in-law’s face expressed scepticism. ““I think your
enthusiasm misleads you, Ilector. His Royal Highness has
always refused to countenance schemes of the kind.”

“You arc a trifle out ot date, as I was torced to observe to you,
my dear Ewen! I suppose I1is Royal Hhghness may change his
mind. And, atter all, 1t 15 five years or so since you have been
able to*know anything of his opimons. As 1t happens, 1t is in
conncction with this entetprise that he 1s sending Mac Pharr of
Lochdognie and Doctor Cameron to Scotland. They are to work
the clans meanwhile, so that when the blow 15 struck in London
by those responsible ’

But by now Lwen was interrupting him. “Archie — Archie
Cameron is connected with this plot! I'm sorry to appear to
doubt . ou, Hecter but— since at this point we had best be {rank
—1I don’t=believe 1t ”

Hector's lips were compressed, his eyes glinung. Ile scemed
to be making an cftort to keep his temper. “He'll tell you dif-
ferently, parbleu, when you meet him'”

‘When [ meet him! [le’s not in Scotland.”

“He 15, by this ime! And [ suppose, since he’s your cousin,
and you have always been intimate with him, that he’ll come
here, and mayhap you will accord lum a more courtcous wel-
come than you have .ae!” He pusherd back his chair and got up.

[ wen did the same. “I ask your pardon if I was unawvil,” he
said wita some tifiness. “But I cannot be courtcous over a
scheme so ill-judged and so repugnant. Moreover Archibald
Cameron will not come here. When he was over 1n 49 on the
business of the Loch Arkaig gold he purposely kept away from
Ardroy.”

“Purposcly? Why 2—Oh, ay, lest he should compromise you,
I suppose!”

“Something of the sort,” answered F wen without flinching.

“Yes, that’s your chief prevccupation now, I sce!” flared out
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Hector, hot as ginger. “It were much better I had not come here
ejtl}er, but I'll go at once, lest I should commit that unpardonable
sin!” .

“Hector, Hector, do not be so hasty!” cried Ewen, angry
enough himself, but still able to control his tongue. ‘“You asked
me what I thought—I told you. Give me your cloak; sit down
again! Let’s leave this business till the morning, and we’ll talk
of it again then.”

“No, indeed we will not!” rctorted the young plotter de-
fiantly. “T'll find some other roof to shelter me to-night—some
humbler dwelling where the White Rosc is still cherished. It
grows no longer at Ardroy— I see that very plainly.” He flung
the cloak round him with a swing. “I'll bid you good-night,
monsicur mon beau-frére!”

Ewen had put his hands bchind him; one was gripping the
wrist of the other. He had turned a little pale. “You tan say
what you please to me in this house,” he answered between his
tecth, “for you know that I cannot touch you. But if you still
feel minded to repcat that about the White Rose to me to-
morrow, somew here off my land —"

“The White Rose,” broke in a gentle voice from the doorway.
“Who is speaking of O Hector!”

It was Lady Ardroy, 1n her nightshuft with a,shawl about her.
Both men stood lnoking at her and wondcring how much she
had heard.

“Hector, decar brother, what a surprise!” She ran across the
big room to him. *“Have you but just arrived? Take off your
cloak—how dclightful this is!” With the words she threw her
arms round his neck and kissed him warmly.

But there must have been something amiss in her brother’s
answering salute, as in her husband’s silence. “What is troubling
you?” she asked, looking trom one to the other, her hand still on
Hector’s shoulder. “ls anything wrong? Is there . . . ill
news?”

Neither of the men answered her for a moment. “Ewen con-
siders it ill,” said Hector at last, curtly. “But it does not touch
him—nor you, my dear. So I'll say good-night; | must be going
on my way.”

“Going on your Way—-to-night!” There was alm- st stupefac-
tion in his sister's tone. “But ’tis long past midnight; you cannot
go, Hector—and where are you bound at such an hour? Ewen,
make him bide here!”
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“Hector must please himself,” replied her husband coldly.
“But naturally I have no desire that he should continue his
journey before morning.” .

Alison gazed at him in dgmay. Highland hospxtahty and to
a kinsman—offered in so half-hearted a fashion! ‘‘Surely you
have not been . . . differing about anything?” (They had
always been such good friends in the past.)

Again neither of them answered her at once, but they both
looked a trifle like childien detected in wrong-doing. “You had
better go back to bed, my heart,” said Ewen gently. “Did you
come down because you heard voices?”

“I came,” said Alison, her eyes suddenly clouding, “because
of Keithie—I don’t know, but I fear he may be going to be ill.”

“You see, I had best go."” said her brother instantly, in a softer
tone. “If you have a child ill ———"

“But that 15 neither here nor there, ' replied Alison. “O Hector,
stay, stay!”

Of course the young soldicr wanted to stay. But having
announced in so fiery a manner that he was going, and having
undeniably insulted the master of the house, how could he with
dignity remain unless that master begged him to? And that
Ardroy, evidently, was not minded to do.

“If Hector wishes to please you, Alison, he will no doubt bide
here the night,” was all the olive-branch that he tendered. “But
I gather that he fears he will compromise us by his presence. If
you can persuade him that his fear is groundless, pray do so.”

“No,” said Hector, not to Lwrn but to Alison. “No, best have
no more words about it. It were wiser 1 did not sleep here to-
nmight. I'll come on my return . . . or perhaps to-morrow,” he
added, melted by his sister’s appealing tace. “I'll find a shelter,
never fear. But things have changed somewhat of late in the
Highlands.”

With which mystcrious words he kissed Alison agan, flung
his cloak once more about him, and made for the door. Lady
Ardroy followed him a little way, distressed and pusczled, then
stopped; half her heart, no doubt, was upstairs. But I wen left
the room after the young oflicer, and found him already open-
ing the front door.

“Do me the justice to admit that I am not%urning you out,”
said Ardroy rather sternly. “It is your own doing; the house is
open to you to-night . . . and for as long afterwards as you
wish, if you apologise——"
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“I'll return when you apologise for calling me an assassin!”
retorted Hector over his shoulder.

“You know I never called yoou so! Hector, [ hate your going
off in anger in this fashion, at dead pf night—and how am I to
know that you will not stumble into some ill affair or other with
the redcoats or with broken men?”

Hector gave an unsteady laugh “If I do, you may be sure I
shall not risk ‘compromising’ you by asking for your assistance!
Sleep quietly ! And, loosing that last arrow, he was lost in the
darkness out of which he had come.

Ardroy stood on the edge of that darkness for a moment, swal-
lowing down the anger which fought with his concern, for he
had himself a temper as hot as Hector’s own, though it was more
difficult to rouse. Hector’s last thrust was childish, but his
previous stab about the White Rose had gone deep; did not Ewen
himself somctimes lie awake at night contrasting past and
present? . .. Yet he knew well that the root of that flower
was not dead at Ardroy, though scarce a blossom might show on
it. It was not dcad, clse one had not so felt at every turn' of daily
life both the ghost of its wistful fragrance and the sting of its
perennial thorns.

He went back with bent head, to find Alison saying in great
distress, “O dcarcst, what has happened hetween you and
Hector? And Keithie is feverish; I am so afraid lest the cold

water and the cxposure . . . for you know he's not very
strong . . ."”

Ewen put his arm round her. “Please God 'tis only a fever of
cold he’s taken. . . . And as for lector—ycs, | will tell you

about it. He'll think better of it, I dare say, foolish boy, in the
morning.” He put out the lights on the improvised supper-table;
they went upstairs, and soon there was no sound in the dark
room but an occasional sigh from the deerhound stretched out
in front of the dying fire.



CHAPTER I11
A French Song lyr Loch Treig

By three o’clock next afternoon Ewen Cameron was riding fast
to Maryburgh to fetch a doctor. Little Keith was really ill, and it
was with a sickening pang at his own heart that Ardroy had
tried to comfort the now extremely penitent Donald, whom he
had found weeping bitteriy because Keithie, flushed and pant-
ing, had refused the otler of some eapiatory treasure or other,
had indeed beaten him off pettishly when he attempted to put
it into the hot little hand.

Ardray had to try to comfort himself, too, as he went along
Loch Lochy banks. where the incomparable tints of the Northern
autumn were lighting their first fires in beech and bracken.
Children had fever so easily; it might signify nothing, old Marsali
had said. For himsclf, he had so little experience that he did
not know; but Afison, he could sce, was terribly anxious. He
wished that his aunt, Miss Margaret Cameron, who had brought
him up. and still lived with them, were not away visiting; she
could have borne Alison company on this dark day. He wished
that he himself could have stayed at home and sent a gillie for
the doctor. but even one who spoke English might get involved
in some Adifliculty with the military at Fort William, and the
message never be delivered. It was safer to go himself.

There was also last uight’s unfortunate business with his
brother-in-law to perturb him. High-spirited and impulsive as
he was, Hector might repent and come back in a day or two, if
only for his sister’s sake. Ewen devoutly hoped that he would.
For that same sister’s sake he would forgive the young man his
wounding words. It was worse to reflect that Hector had
evidently mixed himself up in some way with this mad, repre-
hensible plot againt the Elector. And heshad averred that
Archibald Cameron, of all men, had come or was coming to
Scotland on the same enterpise.

Ewen involuntarily tightened his reins. That he did not

21
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believe. His respect and affection for Archibald Cameron were
scarcely less than those he had borne his elder brother Lochiel
himself. Archie had probably come over again to confer with
Cluny Macpherson about that accursed Loch Arkaig gold, very
likely in order to take some of it back to France with him—a
risky business, as always, but a perfectly justifiable one. It was
true, as Ewen had told Hector, that Archie purposely avoided
coming to Ardroy, though it lay not far from the shores of Loch
Arkaig, yet if Doctor Camcron recally were 1n Scotland again
Ewen hoped that they should meet somehow. He had not seen
his cousin for nearly three years.

On the other hand, if Archie had come over to work in any
way for the Cause in the Highlands, there was certainly a good
deal of ferment here at present, and a proportionately good
chance of fishing in troubled waters. There were ceaseless annoy-
ances of one kind or another; there were the evictions of Jacobite
tenants in favour of Whigs . . . above all, there was this black
business of the Appin murder trial soon to open at Inveraray,
the Campbell stronghold, which everyone knew would end in
the condemnation of an innocent man by the Campbell jury
becausc the victim of the outrage had been a Campbell. Yes, it
might be truitful soil, but who was to organise a new rising; still
more, who was to lead it? There was only one man whom the
broken, otten jealous clans would foliow, ana he was far away

. . and some whispered that he was broken too. ~ *

Although he was not well mounted (for a good horse was a
luxury which he could not afford himself nowadays) Ardroy,
thus occupied in mind, found himself crossing the Spean, almost
before he realised it, on that bridge ot General Wadc’s crection
which had been the scene of the first Jacobite cxploit in the
Rising, and of his own daring cscape in the summer of '46. But
he hardly gave a thought to either to-day. And, in order to
examine one of his horse’s legs, he pulled up at the change-house
on the tarther side without reflecting that it was the very spot
where, six years ago, he had been made to halt, a prisoner with
his feet tied togcther under a sorrel’s belly.

While he was feeling the leg, suspecting incipient lameness,
the keeper of the change-house came out; not a Cameilon now,
but a Campbell protége, yet a decent fellow enough Though on
the winning side, he too was debarred from the use of the
tartan—which was some consolation to a man on the losing.

“Good day to you, Ardroy,” he said, recognising the stoop-
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ing rider. “You’ll be for Maryburgh the day? Has the horse
gone lame on you, then?”

“Hardly that yet,” answered Eyen, “but I fear me therc's a
strain or something of the sort. Yes, I am going to Maryburgh,
to fet(l:h Doctor Kincaid. ®an I do aught for you there, Mac-
Nichol ?”

“Dhé! ye'll not find the doctor at Maryburgh,” observed the
other. *“He’s away up Loch Treig side the day.”

“Loch Treig!” exclaimed Ewen, dismayed. “How do you
know that, man?—and are you very sure of it?”

MacNichol was very sure. s own wife was ill; the doctor
had visited her that same morning, and instcad of returning to
Maryburgh had departed along the south bank of the Spean—the
only practicable way—for a lonely farm on I och Treig. It was
of no use waiting at the change house for his return, since he
would naturally go back to Maryburgh along the shorter road
by Corricchotile and lianachan. There was nothing then to be
done but ride after him. MacNicho! 1d not know how far along
Loch Treig was the farm to which the doctor had gone, but he
did know that the latter had said its occupant was very ill, and
that he might be obliged to spend the night there.

Ewen’s heart sank lower and lower. It would be getting dusk
by the time that he had coverrd the twelve or fourteen miles to
the nearer end o? that desolate loch. Suppose he somechow
missed the doctor. or suppose the latter could not or would not
start back for Ardroy so late? Yet at least it would be better
than nothing to have speech with him, and to learn what was
the proper treatinent for that little coughing, shivering, bright-
cheeied thing at home.

So he went by Spean side where it hurried in its gorges, where
it swirled 1in wide pools, by the dangerous ford at Inch, past the
falls where it hurled 1tself 1o a destruc tion w hich it never met; he
rode between it and thr long heights ol Beinn Chlinaig and finally
turned south with the lessening river itself. And after a while
there opened betore him a narrow, stecl-coloured trough of
loneliness and menace imprisoned between untriendly heights—
Loch Treig. On its eastern side Cnoc Dearg reared himself
starkly; on the other Stob Choire an L:asain Mhoir, even loftier,
shut it in-——kinsmen of Ben Nevis both. The tsack went low by
the shore under Cnoc Dearg, for there was no place for it on his
steep flanks.

As there was no habitation anywhere within sight, Ewen con-
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cluded that the farm to which Doctor Kincaid had gone was
probably at Loch Treig head, at the farther end of the lake,
where the mountains rclaxed their grip—another five or six
miles. He went on The livid surface ot the water by which he
rode was not ruflled to-day by any wind, a heavy, sinister silence
lay upon 1t, as on the dark, brooding heights which hemmed 1t
about. One was shut m between them with that malevolent
water. It hardly scemcd surprising that after a mile and a half
of 1ts company Fwen’s horse definitely went lame, the strain
which he tcared had developed—and no wonder But he could
not spare the time to lcad him, he must push on at all costs.

The halting beast had carried him but a little way farther
before he was aware of distant sounds hike—yes, they were
snatches of song  And soon he saw coming towards hun through
the Septcmber dusk the indistinct figure of a man walking with
the uncertain gait of one who has been looking upon the wine-
cup And Lwen, thinking, ‘That poor fool will either spend the
nmight by the roidside or fall into the loch,” pulled up his horse
to a walk, for the drunkird was staggering first 10 onc side of the
narrow roid and then to the other, and he feared to knock him
down

As he did so he recogmised the ait which the reveller was
singing . . . But the words which belonged to that tune were
neither Gaclic, Scots nor I nghish, so how should they be sung
here, by one of the loncliest lochs in the Highlands?

“Aux nouvell’s que japporte
Vos bcaux yecux vont pleurer . . .

What was a Frenchman doing here, singing ‘Malbrouck’?
“Quuttez vos habits roses,”
sang the voice, coming necarer

“Mnronton, mironton, mnontaine,
Quittez vos habits roses,
Lt vos satins broches ”
]
Cnoc Dearg tossed the words mockingly to the other warder of
Loch Treig, and Cwen jumped off his horse It was not perhaps,
after all, a I'renchman born who was singing that song in so
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lamentable and ragged a fashion along this lonely track to no-
where.

The lurching figure was already nearly up to him, and now
the singer seemed to become aware ot the min and the horse in
his path, for he stopped in the middle of the refrain

“I aissez-w101 passer, s’tl vous plait,” he muttered ndistinctly,
and tried to steady himself  FHe was hatless, and wore a green
roquelaure.

I wen dropped his horse’s bridle and se1zed him by the arm.

“Hector! W hat i the name ol the Good Being are you doing
here in this state?”

Out of 7 veryv white twe Hector Grant's eyes stared at him
totally without recogniaon  ‘Let me pass, 1f you pl -please,”
he said agan, but in Ingleh thie ume

“You are nat ht to be ubroad,” sud Lwen n disgust. The
rerclaudn that Hecror could ever be as drunk as this came as a
shack; he had alwavs thought In a tcmperate youth, 1if ex-
atable but 1t was trac that he had «cen nothing of him for

L]
the past two ycars “Where have you been—what, mm God’s
name, have you been doing?”

The young officer of the réyiment d’Albame did indeed cut a
sorty figure His waistcoat bung open, his powdered hair was
disordorcd and st thed with wet, there was mud on his breeches
as wel' 1seon his boots

“Answer me! " said | wen <*ernly, giving hin g hittle shake. I
amn haste”

“So am 1" rephied Hector, still more thickly  “Iet me pass, 1
say whocver youare Tct me pace, or 'll make you!”

“Don’t you even knew me?’ demanded his brother-in-law
indignantly.

‘No, and have no wh to . O God, my head!” And,
Ardroy having remor ed his gra.p. the reveller r *cled backwards
agamst the horse, putung both hinds to his brow

“You had best sit down for a moment,” counselled Ewen
dryly and with on arm round him gutdud him to the side of the
path. Hector must be pretty far gone if he really did not know
him, for 1t was still quite light cnough for recognition. The best
way to sober him vould be to take him tq the nearcst burn
tumbling down across the track and dip his tuddled head into it.
But Ewen stood looking down at him in mingled disgust and
perplexity, for now Hector had laid that head upon his knees
and was gruaning aloud.
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As he sat hunched there the back of that same head was pre-
sented to Ardroy’s unsympathetic gaze. Just above the black
ribbon which tied Hector's {ueue the powder appeared all
smirched, and of a curious rusty aolour. . . . Ewen uttered a
sudden exclamation, stooped, touched the patch, and looked at
his fingers. Next moment he was down by the suppoted tippler’s
side, his arm round him.

“Hector, have you had a blow on the head? How came you
by it?” His voice was sharp with anxiety. “My God, how much
are you hurt—who did it?” But Hector did not answer; instead,
as he sat there, his knces suddenly gave, and he lurched forward
and sideways on to his mentor.

Penitent, and to spare, for having misjudged him, Ewen
straightened him out, laid him down in the heather and bog-
myrtle which bordcred the track, brought water from the burn
in his hat, dashed it in the young man’s face, and turhing his
head on one side tried to examine the injury. He could not see
much, only the hair matted with dried blood; it was gven pos-
sibly the fact of its being gathered thus into a queue and tied
with a stout ribbon which had saved him from more serious
damage—perhaps, indced, had saved his life. The wound, great
or small, was certainly not bleeding now, so it must either have
been inflicted some time ago, or have been slighter than its con-
sequences seemed to indicate; and as Ewen bathed the zecipient’s
face he detected signs of reviving consciousness. After a
moment, indced, the young soldier gave a little sigh, and, still
lying in Ardroy’s arms, began to murmur something incoherent
about stopping someone at all costs; that he was losing time and
must push on. He even madc a feeble effort to rise, which Ewen
easily frustrated.

“You cannot push on anywhere after a blow like that,” he
said gently. (Had he not had a presentiment of something like
this last night!) “I'll make you as comfortable as I can with
my cloak, and when I come back from my errand to the head of
the loch I'm in hopes I'll have a doctor with me, and he can—
Don’t you know me now, Hector?”

For the prostrate man was saying thickly, “The doctor—do
you mean Doctor, Cameron? No, no, he must not be brought
here—good God, he must not come this way now, any more
than Lochdornie! Don’t you understand, that’s what [ am try-
ing to do—to stop Lochdornie . . . now that damned spy has
taken my papers!”
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“What's that?” asked Ewen sharply. “You were carrying
papers, and they have been taken from you?”

Hector wrested himself a hittle away “Who are you?” he
asked suspiciously, looking up at him with the strangest eyes.
“Another Government agent? Papers no, | have no papers!
I have but eome to Scotland to visit my sister, and she’s married
to a gentleman of these parts Oh, you may be easy—he’ll
have naught to do now with him they name the young Pre-
tender, so how should I be carrying treasonable papers?”

Ewen bit his bp hard  1he halt-stunned brain was remember-
ing yesterday night at Ardrov  But how could he be angry with
a speaker 1n this phght> Morcover, there was something ex-
tremelv disquieting be hind his utte.ances, he must be patient—
but quick too, tor preciou, time w15 shipping by, ar 1 he might
somehow miss Doctor himcud 1n the oncoming darkness If
Hector + ould only recogmse him mstcid of staring at him 1n
that hostile manner, with one hand plucking ar the wet heather
in which he Iy!

“Hectdr, don’t yvou 1cally know we?  he asked again, almost
pleadingly “It's L wen—ILwen Cameron of Ardroy, Alison’s
husband!”’

s wister’s nime seemed luckily, to act as a magnet to
Hector's scattered wits  They fastened onit “Alson—Alison’s
husband?. Suspicinn turned to perplexity, he stared afresh
“You'te uncommonly like why, 1t 1s Ardroy!” he ex-
claimed 1fter a moment’s turther scrutiny

“Yes,” said Lwen, greatly relieved, “1t 15 Ardroy, and thankful
to h1ve come upon you Now td!l me what's wrong, and why
you talk of <topping Mar Phin of Lochdornie?”

Rehef was on tector's strained tace too e passed his hand
once or twice over his tyes and became almost miraculously
coherent “I wason my way to Ben Alder, to Clnny Macpherson

.. I fell 1n with a man as I went along the Spean he
must hav * been a Goverument spy I could not shake him off
I had cven to come out of my way with him— like this—lest he
should guess where I was making for I stooped at last to
drink of a burn, and | do not remember iny more When 1
knew what had happened 1 found that he had taken everything
. and 1if Lochdornmie makes for Badenoch® or Lochaber now
he’ll be captured, for therec was news of lum 1n a letter I had
on me—though 1t was mostly 1n apher—and the redcoats will
be on the a'ert He must be warned, for he 1s on his way
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hither—he must be warned at once, or all is lost!” Hector
g}xl'oaned, put a hand over his cyes again, and this time kept it
there. .

Ewen sat silent for a moment. Vfhat a terrible misfortune!
“You mentioned Archibald Camcron’s name just now,” he said
uneasily “What of his movements?” .

“Doctor Cameron’s in Knoidart,” answered Hector. “He'll
not be coming this way yect, I understand. No, 'tis Lochdornie
you must " And there he stopped, removed his hand and
said in a difterent tone, “But I am forgetting—you do not wish
now to have aught to do with the Prince and his plans.”

“I never said that!” protested Ardroy. “I said . . . but no
matter! ['ve given proofs enough of my loyalty, Hector!”

“Proofs? We have all given them!” rcturned the younger
man impatiently. “Show me that I wronged you last night!
You have a horse there-—ride back without a moment’s delay to
Glen Mallie and stop Lochdornie. I'll give you directions.”

He looked up at his brother-in-law in a silence so dead, so
devoid of any sound from the sullen water of the loch, that the
very mountains scemed to be holding their breaths to hsten.

“I cannot turn back now,” said Aidroy in a slow voice. “But
when | have found the doctor——"

“Ah, never think of me!” cried tector, misunderstanding.
“I'll do well ecnough here for the present. But to save Lochdornie
you must turn back this instant! Surely some good angel sent
you here, t wen, to undo what I have done. Listen, you'll find
him ” he clutched at Ardroy, “somcwherc 1n Glen Mallie,
making towards Loch Arkaig. If he gets the length of the glen
by dark it’s like he’ll spend the night in an old tumble-down
croft there is on the side of Beinn Bhan—you’ll know it, I dare
say, for I belicve 'tis the only one there. You'll be put to it to
get there in time, I fear; yet you may meet him coming away.
. . . Butif once he crosses the Lochy . . .” Ile made a despair-
ing gesturc. “You'll do it, I wen?” And his unhappy eyes
searched the face above him hungrily.

But Ewen turned his head aside. “I would go willingly, if . ..
Do you know why I am on this road at all, Hector?” His voice
grew hoarse. “My little son is very ill; I am riding after the
only doctor for miles round—and he gone up Loch Treig I know
not how far. How can I turr: back to warn anyone until [ have
found him?”

“Then I must go,” said Hector wildly. “’Tis I have ruined
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Lochdornie’s plans. But I shall go so slow . . . and it is so far.
. . . I shall never be in time.” He was struggling to his knees,
only to be there for a second or t%o ere he relapsed into Ewen’s
arms. “My head . . . I cag’t stand . . . it swims so! O God,
why did I carry that letter on me!” And he burst into tears.

LCwen letdim weep, staring out over the darkening loch where
some bird flew wailing like a lost siprit, and where against the
desolate heights opposiie he seemed to ser Keithie's flushed little
face. Words spoken six yeats ago came back to him, when the
speaker, himselt 1n danger, was urging lum to seek safety. ‘God
knows, my dcar Fwen, | hold that neither wife, children nor
home should stand in a man’s way when duty and loyalty call
him—and as you know, I have turned my back on 1ll these.’
He could hear Archioald Cameron’s vorce as if it were yesterday.
Duty and loy altv - were they not calling now?

Hector had cast himeell {1wce doyvmwards, and the scent of
the bruised bog-myrtle ¢ame up strong and sweet. Ewen
clenched his tecth, then he stooped and laid a hand on his
shouldcr.

“I will turn back,” he said almost inaudibly. “Perhaps the
child is better now. . . . If anyvone passes, call out; 1t may be
the doctor —vou need him.” Ihis voice stuck m his throat, but
he contr:s od to add, **And send him on to Ardroy.”

Hector saised his tace and scized his brother-in-law’s arm in an
almost convulsive grip  “You'll go—you 11 go? God bless you,
Ewen! And torgive me, torgive me! . . . Had I not becen so
hasty last mght . . .”

“It Lochdornie be not in the croft I suppose I'll come on him
farther up the glen,” sud ! wen <hortly. There were no words
to spare for any thing savc the hard chowce he was making. He
stripped off his «loak ana wrapped it round flector as well as
Hector’s own; the nig.., fortunatply, was not setting in cold,
and when he passed Invet'air, as he returned, he would make
shift to send comeoue to fetch the strtanded wayfarer to shelter.
Hector hardly scemed to hear him say this, for all his being was
fixed on the question of Lochdornie and the warning, and he
babbled gratitude and directions in a manner which suggested
that his mind was drifting into mist once morg

But as Ewen pulled round his horse and threw himself into
the saddle he ~ould almost see Alison 1n the road to bar his return.
How could he ever tell her what he had done! When he met
her again he would perhaps be the murderer of his child and hers.
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Soon his hoof-beats made a dwindling refrain by the dark
water, and the wardens of Loch Treig tossed the sound to each
other as they had tossed Hectdr’s song. Sharp, sharp, sharp, said
the echo, are the thorns of the WhitaRose, and the hearth where
that flower has twined itsclf is never a safe one.



CHAPTER IV
The Man with a Price on his Head

I

THE sky was clear with morning, and even decked for the sun’s
coming with a few rosy feathers of cloud, at once brighter and
tenderer than those he leaves behind at evening. But the hollows
of the hills were yet cold and drowsy after the night; the moun-
tain grasses, tawny and speckled like the hairs on a dcerhide,
stood motionless; the rust of the bracken shone with moisture.
And the tiny ruined croft up the braeside, behind the old thorn
which had so long guarded it from ill, sccmed to slumber even
more soundly than the fern and the grasses. For the little habita-
tion was dead; half the moss-grown thatch had fallen in, and the
young rowan tree which now leant smotheringly over the roof
could thrust its bright berries within if it chose.

None the less there was life inside that abandoned shell of a
building, but life which, like that outside, was scarcely yet stir-
ring. In the half of the croft which still kept its thatch a man
was lying on his back, lightly aslecp; from time to time he
moved a trifle, and once he opened his eyes wide and then, pass-
ing a hand over them, stared up at the sky between the rowan
boughs with a little frown, as of one who is not over pleased to
see daylight. Then he drew the cloak which covered him a little
farther up, turned on his side, and thrusting a hand into the heap
of dried bracken beneatn his head, closed them again. The face
on that makeshift pillow was that of a man in the middle forties,
handsome and kindly, and not at first sight the face of one whom
adventure or dubious dealings would have led to seck shelter in
so comfortless a bedchamber, and whose apparent reluctance to
leave it suggested that he had not, perhaps, enjoyed even that
shelter very long. .

Presently, however, the sleeper opened his eyes again, raised
his head as if listening, then laid it back in the fern and remained
very still. Somewhere in the branches of the mountain ash
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above him a robin broke into its loud, sweet autumn song. But
when it ceased a slow and rather dragging footfall could be
heard, though dully, coming upn the hill-side, and pausing at last
outside the crazy half-shut door which was all that hid the
present inmate of the ruin from the outer world. The latter,
however, continued to lic without moving; perhaps he hoped
thus to escape notice.

A pause, then the broken door, catching in the weeds of the
threshold, was pushed open. A tall man, his stature cxaggcrated
by the little entry to proportions almost gigantic, stood there
against the flushed sky, breathing rather fast. With one hand
he lcant upon the jamb, with the other he wiped the sweat from
his forehead. As he stood, the light behind him, his face was
not clearly discernible, nor could he, coming suddenly into this
half-dark place, make out more of the inan in the corner than
that there was a man there. .

He peered forward. “Thank God that I have found you,” he
said in Gaelic. “Give me a sign, and I will tell you why 1 have
come.”

The man under the cloak raised himself on an clbow. “I give
you the sign of the Blackbird,” he said in the same tongue.
It was the old Jacobite cant name for James Edward Stuart.
“And what do you give me, honest man?”’

“lI have no password,” answecred the newcomer, entering.
“But in exchange for the blackbird,” he gave a rather weary
little laugh—*I give you the grouse, since it's that fowl you
must emulate for a while. Lochdornie. You must lie close, and
not come into Lochaber as yet; I am come in all haste to warn
you of that.”

An exclamation interrupted him. The man in the corner was
sitting up, throwing off the cloak which had served him for a
blanket.

*“’Tis not Lochdornie—Lochdornie’s in Knoidart. You have
warned the wrong man, my dear Ewen!” He was on his feet
now, smiling and holding out his hands in welcome.

“What! it's you, Archic!” exclaimed Ewen in surprise so
great that he involuntarily recoiled for an instant. Then he scized
the outstrctched hands with alacrity. “I did not know . . . I
thought it was Lochdornie [ was seeking!”

“Arc you disappointed, then, at the exchange?” asked Doctor
Cameron with a half-quizzical smile. “Even if you are, Eoghain
mhéir, 1 am delighted to see you!”
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“Disappointed—of course not! only puzzled,” answered
Ewen, looking at him, indeed, with a light of pleasure on his
tired face. “Had I known it was You I should have come less un
—have made even more hste,” he substituted. “Then is Loch-
dornie here too?”

“No, he f5 in Knoidart, where I was to have gone. I don’t know
why we laid our first plans that way, for at the last moment we
thought better of it, and changed places. Hence it comes that [
am for Lochaber, instead of him. But what were you saying
about a grouse and a warning? From whom are you bringing me
a warning?”’

“From my young brothcr-in-law, Hector Grant. He's of your
regiment.” Tor Doctor Cameron was major in Lord Ogilvie's
regiment in the French service wherein Hector also had a com-
mission.

“He is, but I had no notion that he was in Scotland.”

“But he knows that you and Lochdornie are: and scems, un-
luckily . to have carried that picce of news about him in some
letter which——"

“Sit down before you tell me, dear lad,” said his cousin, inter-
rupting, “for you look uncommon weary. ‘’Tis true I have no
seat to offer you——"

“Yon fern willeserve well enough,” said Ewen, going towards
the heap of bracken and letting himself fall stiffly upon it. He
was weary, for he had walked all night, and in consequence his
injured leg was troubling him. Doctor Camcron sat down beside
him.

“I came on Hector,” resumed Ardroy, “last evening by Loch
Treig side, staggering about like a drunken man from a blow on
the head, and with his pocketsrifled. It scems that while making
for Cluny’s hiding-place he fell in with some man whom he
could not shake oft-—a Government spy, he thought afterwards.
When I found him Hector was trying himself to warn Loch-
dornie of the loss of the letter; but that was manifestly impos-
sible, and he implored me to take his place. Luckily I was
mounted . . . on a lame horse,” he added with a shrug. “So I
have come, and glad I am to be in time.”

Archibald Cameron was looking grave. “d wonder what was
in that letter, and whom it was from?”

“Hector did not tell me. He had not too many words at his
command; I had enough ado at first to get him to recognise me.
The letter was, 1 gather, mos.ly in cipher, which is something;
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but cipher can be read. And since he was so insistent that a
warning should be carried, and | turn——" He checked himself
—"Since he was so insistent you will pay heed, Archie, will you
not, and avoid crossing the Lochy yet awhile?”

“Yes, indeed I will. I must not be captured if I can help it,”
answered Doctor Cameron simply. “But, my dear Ewen”—he
laid a hand on his kinsman’s arm, “do not look so anxious over
it! You have succeeded in warning me, and in preventing, per-
haps, a great wreckage of hopes. The Prince owes you a fine
debt for this, and some day he will be able to repay you.”

“I am already more than repaid,” said the young man, looking
at him with sincere affection, “if I have stayed you from running
into special peril . . . and I'm glad that ’twas for you, after all,
that I came. But what of MacPhair of Lochdornie—should one
take steps to warn him also?”

“He’ll not be coming this way yet,” replied his cousin. “We
are to meet in a week, back in Glen Dessary, and since he is to
await me there, there is no danger.” .

“And what will you do meanwhile—whcre will you bestow
yourself?”

“Oh, I'll skulk for a while here and in Glen Dessary, moving
about. I am become quitc an old hand at that game,” said Archi-
bald Cameron cheerfully. “And now, ’ille, the-sun’s coming up,
let us break our fast. 1have some meal with me, and you must be
hungry.” Rising, he went over to the other corner of the shelter.

Directly his back was turned Ewen leant his head against the
rough wall behind him and closed his eyes, spent with the
anxiety which had ridden with him to the point where the in-
creasing lameness of his horse had forced him to abandon the
beast and go on foot, and then had flitted by his side like a little
wraith, taking on the darling shape of the child who was causing
it. He heard Archie saying from the corner, “And how’s all with
you, Ewen? Mrs. Alison and the children, are they well?”

“Alison is well. The children . . .” He could get no further,
for with the words it came to him that by sunrise therc was
perhaps but one child at Ardroy.

Archibald Cameron caught the break in his voice and turned
quickly, the little bag of meal in his hand. “Whats’ wrong, Ewen
—what is it?”

Ewen looked out of the doorway. The sun was up; a hare ran
across the grass. “Little Keith is . . . very ill. I must get back
home as quickly as I can; I will not stay to eat.”
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Archie came quickly over to him, his face full of concern.
“Very ill—and yet you left home for my sake! Have you a

doctor there, Ewen?” .
Ardroy shook his head. ‘gl was on my way to fetch one yester-
day when I came upon Hector . . . solcouldnotgoon. . . .1

dare say Keithie is better by now. Children so easily get fever
that it may mean nothing,” he added, with a rather heartrending
air of reciting as a charm a creed in which he did not really
belicve. “That’s true, is it not?” And as Doctor Cameron
nodded, but gravely, Ewen tried to smile, and said, getting to his
fect, “Well, I'll be starting back. Thank God that I was in time.
And, Archie, you swear that you will be prudent? It would
break my heart if you were captured.”

He held out his hand, His kinsman did not take it. Instead, he
put both of his on the broad shoulders.

“I need not ask you if you are willing to run a risk for your
child’s sake. If you will have me under your roof, Ewen, I will
come back with you and do my best for little Keith. But if [ were
taken at” Ardroy it would be no light matter for you, so you must
weigh the question carcfully.”

Ewen started away from him. “No, no!—for it's you that
would be running the risk, Archie. No, I cannot accept such a
sacrifice—you myust go back farther west. Ardroy might be
searched.’,

“Why should it be? You must be in fairly good repute with
the authorities by now. And I would not stay long, to endanger
you. Ewen, Ewen, let me come to the bairn! I have not quite
sunk the physician yet in the Jacobite agent.”

“It would be wrong of me,” said Ewen, wavering. “I ought
not. No, I will not have you.” Yet his eyes showed how much he
longed to accept.

“You cannot prevent my coming after you, my dear boy, even
if you do not take me with you, and it would certainly be more
prudent if you introduced me quietly by a back door than if I
presented myself at the front. . . . Which is it to be? . ..
Come now, let’s eat a few mouthfuls of drammoch; we’ll go all
the faster for it.”

2

That evening there seemed to be bestowed on Loch na h-Iolaire
a new and ethereal loveliness, when the hunter’'s moon had



36 THE GLEAM IN THE NORTH

changed the orange of her rising to argent. Yet the two men who
stood on its banks were not looking at the silvered beauty of the
water but at each other. '

“Yes, quite sure,” said the elder, y7ho had just made his way
there from the house. “The wean was, I think, on the mend
before I came; a trifle of treatment did the rest. Hz'll need a
little care now for the next few days, that is all. A beautiful
bairn, Ewen. . . . You can come back and see him now; he’s
sleeping finely.”

“It's hard to believe,” said Ewen in a low voice. “But you
have saved him, Archie; he was very ill when you got here this
morning, I'm convinced. And now he is really going to recover?”

“Yes, please God,” answered Archibald Cameron. “I could not
find you at first to tell you; then I guessed, somehow, that you
would be by the lochan.”

“I have been here all afternoon, since you turned me out of
the room; yet I don’t know why I came—above all to this very
spot—for I have been hating Loch na h-lolaire, for the first time
in my life. It so nearly slew him.” '

“Yet Loch na h-lolairc is very beautiful this evening,” said his
cousin, and he gave a little sigh, the sigh of the exile. “Those
were happy days, Ewen, when [ used to come here, and Lochiel
too, we've both fished in this water, and I rejnember Donald’s
catching a pike so large that you were, I believe, secretly alarmed
atit. You were a small boy then, and [ but two and twenty. . ..”
He moved nearer to the brink. “And what's that, pray, down
there—hidden trcasure?”

Ewen came and looked—the moon also. Through the crystal
clear water something gleamed and wavcred. It was the Culloden
broadsword hilt, cause of all these last days’ happenings.

“That thing, which was once a Stewart claymore, is really
why you are here, Archie.”

But the more obvious cause lay aslcep in the house of Ardroy
clutching one of hi; mother’s fingers, his curls dank and tumbled,
his peach-bloom checks wan, dark circles under his long, un-
stirring lashes—but sleeping the slecp of recovery. L.cn his
father, tiptoeing in ten minutes later, could not douh:t that.

Without any falfe shame he knelt down by the little bed and
bowed his head in his hands upon the edge. Alison, a trifle pale
from the position which she was so rigidly keeping-—since not
for anything would she have withdrawn that prisoned finger,
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though it would have been quite easy—Ilooked across at her hus-
band kneeling there with a lovely light in her eyes. And the man
to whom, as they both felt, they owed this miracle (though he
disclaimed the debt) who Id a brood of his own oversea, wore
the air, as he gazed at the scene, of thinking that his own life
would hav® been well risked to bring it about.

3

Since by nine o’clock that evening Dr. Kincaid had not put in
an appearance, it could be taken for granted that he was not
coming at all. This made it seem doubtful whether he had scen
Hector by the roadside. and though such an encounter was
highly desirable for Hector's own sake, yet, if the doctor had
missed him, it probably meant that the farmer at Inverlair had
sent at once and got the injured man into shelter, as he had
promised Ewen to do.

Alisop was naturally distressed and increasingly anxious
about her brother now that her acute anxiety over Keithic had
subsided, and her husband undertook to send a messenger ecarly
next morning to get news of the stricken adventurer. But to-
night nothing could be done to this end. So, while his wife re-
mained by the child’s side, Ardroy and his cousin sat together in
his sanctum, and Ewen tried more fully to convey his gratitude.
But once agrin Doctor Camcron would none of the thanks which
he averred he had not deserved. Besides, it was rather good, he
observed, to be at the old trade again.

Ewen looked thoughtfully at his kinsman as the latter leant
back in his chair. Archibald Cameron had been greatly beloved
in Lochaber where, after his medical studies in Edinburgh and
Paris, hé had settled down to doctor his brother Lochicl’s people
—poor and ignorant patients enough, most of them. Small won-
der, however, if he rcgretted that lost life, quiet, strenuous and
happy; whether he did or no it was the sccond time in a few
hours, thought Ewen, that he had referred to it. Ewen could not
help thinking also what strange and dangerous activities had
been the Doctor’s, man of peace though hc was, since that July
day in 45 when his brother the Chief had scpt him to Borrodale
to dissuade the Prince from going on with his enterprise. He had
become the Prince’s aide-de-camp, had taken part in that early
and unsuccessful attack on Ruthven barracks during the march
to Edinburgh, had been wounded at Falkirk, and shared Lochiel’s
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perils after Culloden, adding to them his own numerous and
perilous journeys as go-between for him with the lost and hunted
Prince; it was he who conveyed the belated French gold from
the sea-coast to Loch Arkaig and burdzd it there. Then had come
(as for Ewen too) exile, and anxicty about employment; after
Lochiel’s death fresh cares, on behalf of his brotHer’s young
family as well as his own, and more than one hazardous return
to the shores where his life was forfeit. If Archibald Cameron
had been a soldier born and bred instead of a physician he could
not have run more risks. .

“Why do you continue this dangerous work, Archie?” asked
Ewen suddenly. “There are others who could do it who have not
your family tics. Do you so relish it?”

Doctor Cameron turned his hcad, with its haunting likeness
to Lochiel’s. He looked as serene as usual. “Why do I go on
with it? Because thc Prince bade me, and I can refuse him
nothing.”

“But have you seen him recently?” asked Ewen jn some
excitement.

“This very month, at Menin in Flanders. He sent for me and
MacPhair of Lochdornie and gave me this commission.”

“Menin! Is that where he lives now?”

Archibald Cameron shook his head. “It wasbut a rendezvous.

He does not live there.” .

“Tell me of him, Archie!” urged the younger man. “One
hears no news . . . and he never comes! Will he ever come
again . . . and could we do aught for him if he did?”

But Archibald Cameron, for all that he had been the Prince’s
companion on that fruitles journey to Spain after the 'Forty-five,
for all that he was devoted to him, body and soul, could tell the
inquirer very little. The Prince, he said, kept himself so close,
changed his residence so often; and a cloud of mystery of his own
devising surrounded him and his movements. It had been a joy,
however, to see his face again; an even greater to be sent upon
this hazardous mission by him. Yes, please God, his Royal High-
ness would come again to Scotland some day, but there was
much to be done in preparation first.

Ewen listened ragher sadly. Too many of his questions Archie
was unable to answer, and at last the questioner turned to more
immediate matters.

“Did the Prince send for anyone clse save you and Lochdornie
to meet him at Menin?”
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“There was young Glenshian, the Chief's son—Finlay Mac-
Phair . . . Fionnlagh Ruadh, as they call him.”

“Two MacPhairs! I had not’fancied you so intimate with
those of that name, Archie¢”

“Nor am I,” answered Archibald Cameron quickly. “But one
does not cRoose one’s associates in a matter of this kind.”

“Or you would not have chosen them ?” queried Ewen. Doctor
Cameron made no answer. “Why not?” asked Ardroy with a
tinge of uneasiness. “I thought that MacPhair of Lochdornie was
beyond suspicion. Of young Glenshian [ know nothing.”

“So is Lochdornic beyond suspicion,” answered the clder man.
He got up and sought on the mantelshelf for a pine chip to light
the still unlighted pipe he was holding, lit the chip at a candle
and then, without using it, threw it into the fire. ‘But he does
not think that [ am,” he ended dryly.

“Archie! What do you mean?”

Doctor Cameron waited a moment, looking down into the
fire. “You remember that Lochdornie and I were both over in
the 49 after the Loch Arkaig gold, and that with Cluny’s assist-
ance we contrived to takc away quitc a deal of it?”

“Yes.”

“Six thousand pounds of that went to Lady Lochicl and her
family. Lochdoraie—he’s an honest man and a bonny fighter,
but the netion was put into his head by . . . by some third person
—Lochdornie accused me of taking the moncy for myself.”

“You are jesting, man!” cricd Ewen in a tone of horror. “It's
impossible—you are making a mock of me!”

“No, I am not,” answered his kinsman, with the composure
which had only for a moment left him. e sat down again.
“That was why [ went later to Rome, to the King, to clecar my-
self.”

“And after that,” said Ewen, leaning forward in his chair, his
eyes burning, “you can come over and work side by side with
MacPhair of Lochdornie! Why, in your place, I could not trust
my fingers near my dirk!”

Doctor Cameron looked at him rather sadly. “It's well for
you, perhaps, that you are not a conspirator, Ewen. A man finds
himself treading sometimes in miry ways gnd slippery on that
road, and he’s lucky who can come through without someone
calling him a blackguard. Remember, Lochdornie’s a MacPhair,
and our clans have so often been at variance that there’s some
excuse for him. And indee! I can put up with a MacPhair’s
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doubts of me so long as our Prince does not think that any of
the gold has stuck to my fingers; and that he does not, thank
God! Heigh-ho, my poor Jean ‘and the children would be going
about at this moment in Lille with stouter shoes to their feet if
it had!” He smiled rather ruefully. “Lochdornie and I sink our
difference, and get on well enough for our joint purpdse. At any
rate, I do not have to suspect him; he’s as loyal as the day .
and when all’s said. he has never thought me more than mer-
cenary. 'Tis for the Prince’s sake, [wen; he sent me, and I
came.”

Ewen looked at him for a moment without speaking, and
marvelled. To consent to work with a man who doubted one’s
honesty was in his eycs a pitch of devotion more wonderful than
was Doctor Cameron’s actual return to.Scotland with a rope
round his neck. He did not belicve that his own pride would
have permitted him to make so sharp a sacrifice.

“And to think that it was on Lochdornie’s account—or so |
believed at the time—that I turned back yesterday!” he said in
a tone which suggested that he was not likely ever to repeat the
action.

“No, you did it for the sake of our decar Prince,” said his
cousin instantly. “And wasn’t that the best motive you could
have had?” ‘

Ardroy did not answer; he was frowning. “Is young MacPhair
of Glenshian in the Highlands too?”

“No, he remains in London. He is thought to be more useful
there.”

“Why, what docs he do there? But that brings to my mind
Archie—what is this cock-and-bull story which Hector has got
hold of, about a plot to kidnap the Elector and his family? He
called it ‘kidnap’, but I guessed the term to cover something
worsc. He coupled it. tco, with the name of Alexander Murray
of Elibank.”

“Hector is a very indiscreet young man,” said Doctor
Cameron.

Ewen'’s facce clouded still more. “It is true, then, not n idle
tale?”

“It is true,” said,Doctor Cameron with evident reluctance,
“that there is such a scheme afoot.”

“And I refused to hclicve or at least approve it!” exclaimed
Ewen. “That indeed was why Hector left the house in anger.
I swore that the Prince, who was so set against the idea of an
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enemy’s being taken off, could not know of it, and that you of all
men could not possibly have a share in it!”

“I have not, Ewen, and I don’ approve. It is a mad scheme,
and I doubt—I hope, rathgr—that it will never come to the
ripening. It is quite another business which has brought me to
Scotland, abusiness that for a while yet I'll not fully open, even
to you.” :

“I have no wish to hear more secrets,” retorted Ardroy with
a sigh. “I like them little enough when [ do hear them. It's ill
to learn of men who scrve the same master and have notions so
different. Yes, I must be glad that I don’t have to tread those
ways, even though I live here idly and do naught for the White
Rose, as Hector pointed out to me the other night.”

He saw his cousin look at him with an expression which he
could not read, save that it had sadness in it, and what seemed,
too, a kind of envy. “Ewen,” he said, and laid his hand on
Ewen's knee, “when the call came in ’45 you gave everything
you had, your home, your hopes of happiness, your blood. And
you stilt have clean hands and a single heart. You bring those to
the Causc to-day.”

“Archie, how dare you speak as if you had not the same!”
began the younger man quite ficrcely. “You——"

“Don’t eat me; lad! God be thanked, I have. But, as I told
you, I am not without unfriends. . . . Wc'll not speak of that
any more. And, Ewen, how can you say that you do naught for
the White Rose now when enly yesternight you threw aside
what might have been your child’s sole chance of life in order
to warn the Prince’s messenger? If that bonny bairn upstairs
had dicd I'd ncver have been able to look you in the face again.
. . . You have named him after poor Major Windham, as you
said you should. I sec you still have the Major’s ring on your
finger.”

I%wen looked down at the ring, with a crest not his own, which
he always wore, a memento of the Lnglish enemy and friend to
whom he owed it that he had not been shot, a helpless fugitive,
after Culloden.

“Yes, Keithic is named after him. Strangely enough Windham,
in his turn, though purely English, was named for a Scot, so he
once told me. Six years, Archie, and he lits slecping there at
Morar, yet it seems but yesterday that he died.” Ardroy’s eyes
darkened; they were full of pain. “He lies there—and I stand
here, because of him. I might well name Keithie after Keith
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Windham, for there had been no Keithie if Windham had not
Jushed between me and the muskets that day on Beinn
Laoigh.”

“You have never chanced upon,that brute Major Guthrie
again, [ suppose?”’

The sorrow went out of the young man’s face ard was suc-
ceeded by a very grim expression. “Pray that I do not, Archie,
for if I do I shall kill him!”

“My dear Ewen . . . do you then resent his treatment of you
as much as that?”

“His treatment of me!” exclaimed Ewen, and his eyes began
to get very blue. “Dhé! I never think of that now! It is what
he brought about for Windham. Had it not been for his lies and
insinuations, poor Lachlan would never have taken that terrible
and misguided notion into his head, and——have donc what he
did.” For it was Lachlan MacMartin, Ewen’s own foster-brother,
who, misapprchending that part which the English officer had
played in his chieftain’s affairs, had fatally stabbed him just
before Ewen’s own escape to France, and had then thrown away
his own life—a double tragedy for Ardroy.!

“So you charge Major Guthrie with being the real cause of
Keith Windham’s death?” said his cousin. “’'Tis a serious
accusation, Ewen; on what grounds do you basgit?”

“Why, I know everything ncw,” replied Ewen. “Soon after
my return to Scotland I happcned to fall in with one of Guthrie’s
subalterns, a Lieutcnant Paton, who was in charge of the English
post there was then at Glenfinnan. He recognised me, for he had
been in Guthrie's camp on the Corryarrick road, and in the end
I had the whole story, from which it was clear that Guthrie had
talked about Windham’s ‘betrayal’ of me-—false as hell though
he knew the notion to be—so openly in those days after my
capture that it became the subject of gossip among his redcoats
too. And when Lachlan went prowling round the camp in the
darkness, as I learnt afterwards from his father that he did, he
overheard that talk, and believed it. It was Guthrie, no other
who put the fatal dirk in Lachlan’s hand. . . . And it is a
curious thing, Archie,” went on the speaker, now pacing about
the room, “that, though I have not the two sights, as some men,
I have for some tim& fclt a strange presentiment that before long
I shall meet someone connected with Keith Windham, and that
the meeting will mean much to me. For Alison’s sake, and the

1 See The Flight of the Heron, by the same writer.
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children’s—and for my own too—I hope the man is not Major
Guthrie.” .

“I hope so, too,” returned Doctor Cameron gravely, knowing
that at bottom, under so hauch that was gentle. patient and
civilised, Ardroy kept the passionate and unforgiving temper of
the Highlaitder. “But is it not more like to be some relative of
Major Windham’s? Had he no kin—did he not leave a wife, for
instance?”

His cousin’s eyes softened again. “I knew so little of his
private affairs. Inever heard him mention any of his family save
his father, who died when he was a child.” He looked at the
ring again, at its lion’s head surrounded by a fetterlock, and
began to twist it on his finger. *1 sometimes think that Wind-
ham would have beensamused to sce me as the father of two
children—especially if he had been present at my interview with
Donald last Monday.” His own mouth began to twitch at the
remembrance. “He used to laugh at me, I know, in the early
days of, our acquaintance. At Glenfinnan, for instance, and
Kinlocheil . . . about the guns we buried; and he remembered
it, too, when he was dying. I wish he could have seen his name-
sake.”

“I expect,” said Archibald Cameron, “that he knows, in some
fashion or other, ¢hat you do not forget him.”

“Forgete him! [ never forget!” exclaimed Ewen, the Celi
again. “And that is why | pray God I do not meet the man whc
really has my friend’s blood upon his hands.”

“If the Fates should bring you into collision, then I hope it
may at least be in fair fight—in battle,” obscrved Doctor
Cameron.

“What chance is there of that?” asked Ewen. “Who's to leac
us now? We arc poor, broken and scattered- -and watched tc
boot! When Donaid’s a man, perhaps . . .” He gave a bitter
sigh. “‘But for all that [ live here sc tamely under the eyes of the
Sassenach, I swear to you, Archic, that I'd give all the rest of m)
life for one year—one month—of war in which to try our for
tunes again, and drive them out of our glens to their own fa
fields for ever! I could die happy on the banks of Esk if
thought they’d never cross it again, and the King was come back
to the land they have robbed him of! . . . But it's a dream
and ’tis sinall profit being a dreamer, without a sword, and witl
no helpers but the people of drcams, or the sidhe, perhaps, tc
charge beside one . . . inaaream. . . .”
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The exaltation and the fierce pain, flaring up like a sudden fire
in the whin, were reflected i Archibald Cameron’s face also.
He, too, was on his feet.

“Ewen,” he said in an eager voict, “Ewen, we may yet have
an ally better than the sidhe, if I can only prepare, as I am here
to do . . . for that’s my errand,—to make rcady for another
blow, with that help.”

Ardroy was like a man transformed. “Help! Whose? France
is a thrice-broken reed.”

“I'll not tell you yet. But, when the hour strikes, will you get
you a sword to your side again, and come?”

“Come! I'd come if | had nothing better than yon claymore
hilt in the loch—and if your helper were the Great Sorrow him-
self! Archie, when, when?” .

“In the spring, perchance—if we are ready. No, you cannot
help me, Ewen; best go on living quictly here and give no cause
for suspicion. [ shall hope to find my way to Criefl by Michael-
mas, and there I shall meet a good many folk that I must needs
see, and after that Lochdornic and I can begin to work the clans
in earnest.”

Ewen nodded. Thousands of people, both IHighland and Low-
land, met at the grcat annual cattle fair at Crieff, and under
cover of buying and selling much other business could be trans-
acted. '

“O God, 1 wish the spring were here!” he cried impatiently.

In his drcams that night it was come, for the birds were sing-
ing, and he had plunged into Loch na h-lolaire after the drowned
hilt; and when he reached the surface again it was a whole
shining sword that he held. But, while he looked at it with joy
and pride, he heard a voice telling him that he would never use
it, and when he turned he saw, half behind him, a young man
whom he did not know, who put out a hand and laid it on the
steel, and the steel shivered into atoms at his touch. Ewen tried
in wrath to seize him, but there was no one there, and he held
only the fragment of a blade from that lost battle on tlic moor.
He woke; and in an hour had forgotten his dream



CHAPTER V

Keithie has too many Physicians

1

STILL rather pale, and wrapped about in a voluminous shawl,
little Kcith was nevertheless to be seen next after.-oon, sitting
up in bed making two*small round-bodied, stiff-legged animals
of wood—known to him as ‘decrs’'—walk across the quilt.

“First one goed in front, then the other goed in front, then
they comed to the loch, and onc putched the other in—spash!”

“Oh, Keithie, no!” bcgged the now repentant and shriven
Donald, who was sitting beside him. “Let’s play at something
clse. Let the deer have a race to the bottom of the bed; I'll hold
one, and yours shall win!”

“Can’t. Mine deer is drownded now,” returned the inexor-
able Keith, and, to make the fact more evident, he suddenly
plopped tile animal into a bowl of milk which stood on the table
by him. As his mother hurriedly removed it the door opened,
and her husband and Doctor Cameron came in.

“Ought he to be sitting up like this, Doctor Archibald?” she
asked. “‘He scems so much better that I thought . . .”

Doctor Cameron came and took Donald's place. The small
invalid eyed him a triflc suspiciously, and then gave him his shy,
angelic smile.

“He is much better,” pronounced his physician after a
moment. “Still and on, he must have another dose of that
draught.” He got up and pourcd out something into a glass.
“Here, my bairn—no, your mother had best give it you, per-
haps.” For even a fledgling seraph may revolt at a really
nauseating drink of herbs, which at its last administration had,
indeed, been copiously diluted with his®tears. So Doctor
Cameron handed the glass to Alison.

With refusals, with grimaces, and finally with an adorable
sudden submission Keithie drank off the potion. But immedi-
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ately after he had demolished the consolatory scrap of sugar
which followed it, he pointed a minute and accusing finger at
its compounder, and said, “Maughty gentleman—naughty, to
make Keithie sick!"” with so much gonviction that Alison began
anxiously—*"Darling, do you really——"

It was precisely at that moment that the door was opened
and “Doctor Kincaid from Maryburgh” was announced.

The three adults in the room caught their breaths. None of
them had ever imagined that Doctor Kincaid would come now.
“Tell the doctor that I will be with him in a moment,” said
Alison to the servant visible in the doorway; and then in a hasty
aside to Ewen, “Of coursc he must not see "’ she indicated
Doctor Cameron on the other side of the bed.

But there was no time to carry out that precaution, for the
girl, fresh from the wilds, and ignorant o\ the nced for dissimula-
tion, had brought Doctor Kincaid straight up to the sick-room,
and there he was, alrcady on the threshold, a little uncom-
promising, hard-featured man of fifty, overworked between the
claims of Maryburgh, where he dwelt, of its neighbour Fort
William, and of the countryside in general. There was no hope
of his not seeing Doctor Cameron; still, the chances were heavily
against his knowing and recognising him. Yet who, save a
doctor or a relative had a rightful place in this sick-room . . .
and a doctor was the one thing which they m'ist not admit that
guest to be. '

So completely were the three taken by surprise that there
was scarcely time to think. But Ewen instinctively got in front
of his kinsman, while Alison went forward to greet the new-
comer with the embarrassment which she could not completely
hide, murmuring, “Doctor Kincaid . . . how good of you . ..
we did not expect . . .”

“You are surprised to sec me, madam?” asked he, coming
forward. “But | came on a brither o’ yours the nicht before last
in a sair plight by Loch Treig side, and he begged me to come
to Ardroy as soon as possible. But I couldna come before; I'm
fair run off ma legs.”

“How is my brother?” asked Alison anxiously. “I heard of
his mishap, but with the child so ill—"

“Ay, ye'd be thitiking of yer wean first, nae doot Awecl, the
young fellow’s nane too bad, having an unco stout skull, as I
jalouse your good man must hae kent when he left him all his
lane there.”
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“But I arranged with the farmer at Inverlair——" began
Ewen.

“Ou ay, they came fra Inverlair and fetched him, and there
he bides,” said Doctor Kin8aid. He swept a glance round the
room. “Ye're pretty throng here. Is yon the patient, sitting up
in bed?” *

“Well, Doctor, he seems, thank God, so much better,” mur-
mured Ahison in extenuation of thic proceeding. As she led the
physician to the bedside she saw with relief that Doctor Archi-
bald had moved quietly to the window and was looking out;
and she thought, ‘After all, no one could know that he was a
doctor !’

Doctor Kincaid examned the little boy, asked some ques-
tions, seemed surprised,at the answers (from which answers it
appeared that his directions had been anticipated), but said that
the child was doing well. And since not even a middle-aged
physician in a bad temper could resist the charm of small Keith,
he gave a sort of smile when he had finished, and said kindly,
“There, my wec mannie, ye’ll soon be rinning aboot again.”

The flower-like cyes werc upraised to his. “Then My not
have no more nasty drink like that gentleman gived Keithie?”
observed their owner, and again a small finger pointed
accusingly to Arckibald Cameron—to his back this time,

Doctor Kincaid also looked at that back. “Ah,” he observed
sharply, “so yon gentleman has already been treating the bairn—
and the measures ye have taken were of his suggesting? Pray,
why did ye no’ tell me rhat, madam?”

Ewen plunged to the rescue. He had been longing for Archie
to leave the room, but supposed the latter thought that fhght
might arouse suspicion “My friend, Mr. John Sinclair from
Caithness, who is payirg us a visit, having a certain knowledge
of medicine, was good ¢nough . . . Let me make you known to
each other—Doctor Kirncaid, Mr. Sinclair.”

‘Mr. Sinclair from Caithness'—Lwen had placed his domicile
as far away as possible— turned and bowed: there was a twinkle
in his eye. But not in Doctor Kincaid’s.

“Humph! it seems [ wasna sae mickle needed, sceing ye hae
gotten a leech to the bairn alrcady! Bu. the young man wi’
the dunt on his heid begged me sae sair to come that I listened
to him, though 1 micht hae spared ma pains!"”

Alison and Ewen hastened in chorus to express their apprecia-
tion of his coming, and Ewen, with an appealing glance at his
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kinsman, began to move towards the door. One or other of the
rival practitioners must certainly be got out of the room. And
Archie himself now seemed to be of the same opinion.

“A leech? no, sir, the merest afiateur, who, now that the
real physician has come, will take himself off ” he said
pleasantly.

“Nay, I'm through,” said Doctor Kincaid. “Ye've left me nae
mair to do.” And, as he secmed to be going to leave the room
in ‘Mr. Sinclair’s’ company, Alison hasuly appealed for more
information about a detail of treatment, so that he had to stay
behind. Doctor Cameron, followed by Donald, all eyes, slipped
out. Ardroy and his wife, most desirous not to invite or answer
any questions about their medically skilled guest, now became
remarkably voluble on other subjects; and, as they went down-
stairs with Doctor Kincaid. pressed him to stay to a meal, hoping
fervently that he would refuse—which, luckily, the doctor did.

But outside, as he put a foot into the stirrup, he said, pretty
sourly, to Cwen, “I'm glad the wean’s better, Ardroy, but I'd hae
been obleeged tae ye if ye hadna garred me come all these miles
when ye alrcady had a medical man in the hoose. There was nae
nced o’ me, and I'm a gey busy man.”

“I am very sorry indced, Doctor,” said Twen, and could not
but feel that the reproach was merited. “The fact is that——"
He was just on the point ot exonerating himself by saying that
Mr. Sinclair had not yet arrived on Tucsday, nor did they know
of his impending visit, but, thinking that plea possibly im-
prudent, said instead, “I had no knowledge that Mr. Sinclair was
so skilled. We . . . have not met recently.”

“Humph,” remarked Doctor Kincaid, now astride his horse.
“A peety that he docsna practise; but maybe he does—in Caith-
ness. At ony rate, he’ll be able tae excrcise his skill on your
brither-in-law—if ye mcan tae do ony mair for that young man.
For ye'll pardon me if I say that ye havena done much as yet!”

Ewen’s colour rose. To have left Hector in that state on a
lonely road at mightfall-—even despite the measures he had
taken for his removal—did indeed show him in a strange and
unpleasant light. But it was impossible to explain vhat had
obliged him to do if, and the more than willingness of Hector to
be so left. “Can I have him brough hither from Inverlair with-
out risk to himself?”” he asked.

“Ay,” said Kincaid, “that I think ye micht do if ye send some
sort of conveyance—the morn, say, then yc’ll hae him here
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Saturday. He'll no’ walk this distance, naturally—nor ride it.
And indeed if ye send for him he’'ll be better off here under the
care of yer friend Sinclair, than lying in a farm sae mony miles
fra Maryburgh; I havena begn able to get to him syne. Forbye,
Ardroy,” added the doctor, looking at him in a rather disturb-
ing mannery “the callant talked a wheen gibberish yon-nicht—
and not Erse gibberish, ncither!”

French, of course; Lwen had already witnessed that pro-
pensity! And he groaned inwardly, for what had Hector
been saying in that tonguc when lightheaded? It was to be
hoped, if he had forsaken ‘Malbrouck’ for more dangerous
themes, that Doctor Kincaid was no Itench scholar; from the
epithet which he had just applied to the language 1t sounded as
though he were not. However, the physician then took a curt
farewell, and he and his steed jogged away down .he avenue,
Ewen standing looking after hvm in perplexaty. lle did not like
to leave Hector at Inverlair; y et af he fetched him here he might
be drawing down pursuit on Archie—supposing that suspicion
were to fall upon Hector himself by reason of his abstracted
papers.

However, by the time he came in again Ewen had arrived at a
compromise. Archie should leave the house at once, which
might be more prydent in any case. (kFor though Doc tor Kincaid
would haydly go and lay information agamst him at Fort
William . . . what indced had he to lay information about?

. he might easily get talking it he happened to be sum-
monced there professionally.) <o, as 1t wanted yet five days to
Archie’s rendezvous with Loc hdornie, and he must dispose him-
self somewhere, he should transfer himsclt to the cottage of
Angus MacMartin, I wen’s young piper, up at Slochd nan Lun,
on the farther side of the loch, whence, if necessaty, it would be
an easy matter to disappcar mto the mountains.

Doctor Cameron raised no objections to thi> plan, his small
patient being now out of danger, he thought the change would
be wise, too, on Ewen'’s own account. e <tipulated only that
he should not go untl next morning, in case Keithie should take
a turn for the worse But the little boy passed an excellent
night, so next morning early Ewen took his guest up the brae,
and gave him over to the care of the little colony ot MacMartins
in the crofts at Slochd nan Cun, where he himself had once been
a foster-child.
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The day after, which was Saturd,y, Ewen’s plan of exchang-
ing one compromising visitor for another should have com-
pleted itself, but in the carly afternoon, to his dismay, the cart
which he had sent the previous day to Inverlair to fetch his
damaged brother-in-law returned without him. Mr. Grant was
no longer at the farm; not, reported Angus MacMartin, who had
been sent in charge of it, that he had wandered away light-
headed, as Ewen immediately feared; no, the farmer had said
that the gentleman was fully in his right mind, and had left a
message that his friends were not to be concerned on his behalf,
and that they would sce him again before long.

A good dcal perturbed, however, on Alison’s account as well,
Ewen went up to Slochd nan Cun to tell Doctor Cameron the
news. He found his kinsman sitting over the peat fire with a
book in his hand, though indeed the illumination of the low
little dwelling had not been designed in the interests of study.
Doctor Cameron thought it quite likely, though surprising, that
Hector really had fully recovered, and added some medical
details about certain blows on the head and how the disturb-
ance which they caused was often merely temporary.

“Nevertheless,” he concluded, “one would like tc know what
notion the boy’s got now intc that same hot pate of his. You
young men——"’

“Don’t talk like a grandfather, Archie! You are only twelve
years older than I!”

“I feel more your senior than that, lad!—How’s the bairn?”

“He is leaving his bed this afternoon—since both you and
your colleague from Maryburgh allowed it.”

Doctor Cameron laughed. Then he bit his lip, stooped for-
ward to throw peat on the fire, and, under cover of the move-
ment, pressed his other hand surrcptitiously to his side. But
Ewen saw him do it.

“What's wrong with you, Archie—are you not well to-day ?”

“Quite well,” answered his cousin, leaning his elbow's on his
knees. “But my old companion is troublesome this afternoon—
the ball I got at Falkirk, you'll remember.”

“You'll not tell me that you are still carrying that in your
body!” cried Ewen in tones of rcprobation.

Archie was pale, even in the peat glow. “How about the gash
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you took at Culloden Moor?” he retorted. “You were limping
from it that morning in Glen Mallje; I saw it, but I don’t make
it a matter for reproach, Eoghain! 'Tis impossible to have the
bullet extracted, it’s too awRwardly lodged, and I shall carry it
to my grave with me . . . and little regard it if it did not pester
me at timeS. However, here 1 am comfortably by your good
Angus'’s fire, not skulking in the heather, and cared for as if [
were yourself.”

But Ewen went down from Slochd nan Lun with an im-
pression of a man in more discomfort than he would acknow-
ledge, and a fresh trouble to worry over. Yet how could he
worry in the presence of Keithie, to whom he then paid a visit
in the nursery—Keithie, who, now out of bed. sat upon his knee,
and in an earncst voice,told him a sorrowtul tale of how the
fairies, having mistaken his ‘decrs’ for cows, had carried them
off, as all Highland children knew was their reprchensible habit
with cattle. And so he could not find them, for they were doubt-
less hidden in the fairy dun, and when they were restored they
would not be real ‘deers’ any more, they would only look like
them, as happened with cows stolen and restored by the sidhe.
His father, holding the little pliant body close, and kissing him
under the chin, said that more probably his deers were some-
where in the houss, and that he would find them for him.

Which was the reason why, somewhat later, he went in
search of Donald, and discovered him in his mother’s room,
watching her brush out her dark, rippling hair, which she had
evidently been washing, for thc room smeit faintly and delici-
ously of birch.

“Do you want me, my dear?” ashed Alison, tossing back her
locks.

“Do I not always want you, heart of mine?—As a matter of
fact, I am here on an crrand for Keithie. Do ecither you or
Donald know anything of the present whereabouts of his
‘deers’? He tells me that the daoine sidhe have taken them.”

But they both denied any knowledge of the animals.

“Angus is going to make Keithie a much larger deer,”
announced Donald, his hand in his father’s. “I asked him to. A
stag—with horns. Tather, have you evershcard the queer
crackling sound that Mother’s hair makes when she brushes it?
Does yours?” ) .

“I doubt it,” replied Ewen, and he looked first at Alison’s slim,
pretty figure as with arms upraised she began to braid her hair
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about her head, and then at her amused face 1n the glass And in
the mirror she caught his gaze and smiled back, with something
of the bride about her still

But 1n the glass 'wen saw her $mile abruptly die out Her
eyes had wandered away from his, reflected there, to the
window, and she stood, all at once, like a statue with uphfted
arms

“What——"" he began and 1n the same moment she saxd
breathlessly, “I wen—look!”

He took a step or two forward, and saw, about a quarter of a
mile away on the far side ot the avenue, a moving growth of
scarlet and more, two thinner streams of 1t like poppies,
spreading out to right and left to encircle the house Alison’s
arms fell the soft masses ot her hair shpped in a coil to her
shoulder “Soldiers!’ shouted Donald, and gave a httle skip of
excitement.

For a second Ewen also stood like a statue “My God! and
Aichie half disabled to day! Have I the time to get up to
him? Yes, this wiy ” He indicated the window at the far side
of the room, which looked over the back premises “Listen, my
heart, and you, too, Donald! If the soldiers cut me off, and I
cannot get up to Slochd nan Eun to warn him—f I see that it s
hopeless to attempt 1t then I shall run from them Likely enough
they’ll think 1 am the man they’re after and I shall lead them as
long a chase as I can 1n order to give Archie time to get away

for <ome of the MacMartins may meanwhile take the alarm.
Do you understand ?’

“Oh I wen ” said his wife, hesitating  He took her hands

“And should I be caught nay, I think I'll let myself be
caught 1n the end and they bring me to the house, you
may feign to be agitated at the sight ot me, but you must not
know me for who I am, you must let them think that [ am the
man you are hiding But you must not call me Doctor Cameron
neither—you must not name me at 11! If they take me off to
Fort Wilham, all the better By the timc they have got me there
Archie will be miles away Then all Colonel Leighton can do,
when he recognises me, will be to send me back agair  Heaven
grant, though,” he added “that the officer with these men does
not know me'—Deatest love,” tor Alison had turned rather
white, “remember that 1t was for Keithie's sake—tor our sakes
—that Archie came here at all! I must get him safely away 1if

. . 1f 1t should cost more than that!”
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“Yes,” said Alison a little faintly. “Yes . . . go—I will do as
you say.” )

He held her to him for an instaflt and the next was throwing
up the sash of the far windew. “You understand too, Donald?
And, Alison, I think you will have to tell a lie, and say that [
myself am away from home.—One thing more”—lL.wen paused
with a leg over the window-sill—"“if I fail to warn Archic, which
I'll contrive to let you know somchow, you must send another
messenger, provided that messenger can get away without being
followed.”

He hung by his hands a moment and dropped : a lou cackling
of astonished hens announced his arrival below. Lady Ardroy
went back to the glass and began hasuly to fasten up her hair.

“How near are they, Donald?--Run quickly to the kitchen
and tell the scrvants to sy, if they are asked, that the laird went
away to Inverness . . . yesterday . . . and that if they see
him they are to pretend not to hknow him. And then come back
to me.”

Donald left the room like a stone frum a catapult. This was
great sport—and fancy a lie’s being actually enjoined by those
authorities who usually regarded the mere tendency to one as
so reprehensible!



CHAPTER VI

‘Who is this Man?’

1

WHEN the officer in charge of the party of redcoats, having set
his men close round the house of Ardroy, went in person to
demand admittance, it was no servant, out of whom he might
have surprised information, who answered his _peremptory
knocking, but (doubtless to his annoyance) the chatelaine her-
self.

Captain Jackson, however, saluted civilly enough. “Mrs.
Cameron, I think?” for, being English, he saw no reason to give
those ridiculous courtesy titles to the wives of petty land-
owners.

“Yes, sir,” responded Alison with dignity. “1 am Mrs.
Cameron. [ saw you from above, and, since I have no notion
why you have come, I descended in order to find out.”

“If I may enter, madam, I will tell you why I have come,” re-
sponded the officer promptly.

“‘By all means enter,” said Alison with even more of stateli-
ness (hoping he would not notice that she was still out of breath
with haste) and, waiting while he gave an order or two, preceded
him into the parlour. Captain Jackson then became aware that
a small boy had somehow slipped to her side.

He took a careful look round the large room, and meanwhile
Alsion, studying his thin, sallow face, decided that she had never
seen this officer before, and hoped, for the success of the plan,
that neither had he ever seen Ewen. Behind him, through the
open parlour door, she perceived her hall full of scarlet ~oats and
white cross-belts and breeches.

“I am here, madam,” now said the invader, fixing her with a
meaning glance, “as I think you can very well guess, in the
King's name, with a warrant to search this house, in which there
is every reason to believe that the owner is sheltering a rebel.”

54
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“Mr. Cameron is away, sir,” responded Alison. “How, there-
fore, can he be sheltering anyone?”’

“Away?” exclaimed Captain Jackson suspiciously. “llow is
that? for he was certainly a®home on Thursday!”

(‘The day of Doctor Kincaid’s visit,’ thought Alison. ‘Then he
did give the slarm!’)

“Mr. Cameron was here on Thursday,” repeated Captain
Jackson with emphasis.

“I did not deny it,” said Alison, beginning to be nettled at his
tone. “Nevertheless he went away yesterday.”

“Whither?” was the next question rapped out at her.
“Whither, and for what purpose?”

Alison’s own Highland temper began to rise now, and with
the warming uprush came almost a relief in her own statement.
“Does ‘the King’ really demand to know that, sir? He went to
Inverness on affairs.”

By this time Captain Jackson h.ad no doubt realised that he
had to do with a lady of spirit. “Ferhaps, then, madam,” he
suggested; “Mr. Cameron deputed the task of hiding the rebel to
you? I think you would do it well. I must search the house
thoroughly. Are any of the rooms locked ?”

“Yes, one,” said Lady Ardroy. “I will come with you and un-
lock it if you wish §o sec in.”

“No, yowll stay where you are, madam, if you please,” re-
torted the soldier. “I will trouble you {or your keys—all your
keys. Ido not wish to damage any of your property by breaking
it open.”

Biting her lip, Alison went in silence to her writing-desk. Cap-
tain Jackson took the bunch without more ado, and a moment
later Alison and her eldest son were alone . . . locked in.

And when she heard (ne key turned on her the colour came
flooding into her face, and she stood very erect, tapping with
one foot upon the floor, in no peaceable mood.

“Mother,” said Donald, tugging at her skirt, “the redcoat has
not locked this door!” For Captain Jackson had either over-
looked or chosen to disregard that, in the far corner of the room,
which led into the kitchen domain.

Alison hesitated for a moment. No, better tosstay here quietly,
as if she had no cause for anxicty; and bhetter not as yet to
attempt to send another messenger to Slochd nan Eun who, by
blundering, might draw on Doctor Cameron just the danger to
be averted. So for twenty minutes or more she waited with
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Donald in the living-room, wondering, calculating, praying for
patience, sometimes going to the windows and looking out,
hearing now and then hecavy footsteps about the house and all
the sounds of a search which she knew would be fruitless, and
picturing the havoc which the invaders were doubtless making
of her houschold arrangements. Perhaps, in spite of Morag's
presence, they were frightening little Keith—a thought which
nearly broke her resolution of staying where she was.

Yet, as the minutes ticked away with the slowly fading day-
light outside, and nothing happened, her spirits began to rise.
Ewen had evidently not been stopped: indeed. if he once got
safely beyond the policies it was unlikely that he would be. lle
had probably recached Slochd nan Liun unmolested. Surely, too,
he would remain there until the soldigrs had gone altogether?
And feeling at last some security on that score, Alison sat down
and took up a piece of sewing.

But she had not even threaded her needle before there was a
stir and a trampling outside the house, and she jumped up and
ran to the window. More soldiers . . . and someonc in the
midst of them, tightly held—her husband!

And in that moment Alison knew, and was ashamed of the
knowledge, that she must at the bottom of her heart have been
hoping that if anyonc were captured . . . No, no, she had not
hoped that! For Doctor Camcron’s life was in jeopardy, while
nothing could happen to Ewen save unpleasantness. In expia-
tion of that half-wish she braced herself to the dissimulation
which Ewen had enjoined. She drew the boy beside her away
from the window.

“The soldicrs have caught your father, Donald, after all. Re-
member that you are to pretend not to know who he is, nor
what he is doing here.”

The little boy nodded with bright eyes, and held her hand
rather tightly.

“Will they do anything to me, Mother, for—saying what is
not truc?”

“No, darling, not this time. And if they take Father away to
Fort William, it is enly what he hopes they will do; and ne will
soon come back %o us.”

By this time the door of the parlour was being unlocked, and
in another moment Captain Jackson was striding into the
room.

“Bring him in.”” he commanded, half-turning, and the redcoats
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brought in a rather hot, dishevelled Ardroy, with a smear of
blood down his chin, and with fouy soldiers, no less, holding him
firmly by wrists and arms and shoulders. It was not difficult for
Alison to show the agitation fdemanded: indeed there was for an
instant the risk that it might exceed its legitimate bounds; but
she had herfelf in hand again at once. Her husband gave her one
glance and shook his head almost imperceptibly to show that he
had not succeeded in his attempt. ‘Then he looked away again
and studied the antlers over the hearth while the sergeant in
charge of him made his report, the gist of which was that the
prisoner, coming unexpectedly upon them ncar the lake up
there, had led them the devil of a chases indeed. had he not
tripped and fallen, he might have escaped them altogether.

“Tripped!” thought AJi~on scornfully —as if Ewen with his
perfect balance and stag's fleetness, ever tripped when he was
ruvnning! He had thrown himself down for them to take, the
fools! and that this really was the case she knew from the pass-
ing twitch ol amuscment at the corner of her husband’s blood-
stained mouth. But, sceing him standing there in the power of
the saighdcaran dcary——oh, she wished he had not done it!

“Well, have you anything to say, ‘Mr. Sinclair’?” demanded
Captain Jackson, planting himselt in front of the prize. And at
the mention of that name both Lwen and his wile knew for
certain thas they owed this visitaticn to Doctor Kincaid.

“Not to you, sir. But | should wish to offer my apologies to
Lady Ardroy,” said Lwen, with an inclination of the head in
Alison’s direction, “for bringing about an . . . an annoying
incident in her house.”

Captain Jackson shrugged his shoulder. “Very polite of you,
egad! But, in that case. why have you come here in the first
instance?” He moved away a little, got out a paper, and studied
it. Then he looked up, frow ning,.

“Who arc you?” he demanded.

“Doces not your paper tell you that?” asked Lwen pleasantly.

Alison wondered if the officer thought that he was Loch-
dornie; but Lochdornie was, she believed. a man between fifty
and sixty, and Doctor Camcron in the forties. Surcly this officer
could not take Ewen for either? [ler heart began to lilt a little.
Captain Jackson, after looking, still with the frown, from Ewen
to the paper, and from the paper to Lwen, suddenly folded it up
and glared at her.

““Madam, who is this man?”
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“If I have sheltered him, as you state, is it likely that I should
tell you?'* asked Alison quigtly.

“Call the servants!” said Captain Jackson to a soldier near
the door. “No, wait a moment!” #e turned again and pointed
at Donald, standing at his mother’s side, his eyes fixed on the
captive, who, for his part, was now looking out of the window.
“You, boy, do you know who this man is?”

“Must you drag in a small child——" began Alison indig-
nantly.

“If you will not answer, yes,” retorted the Englishman. “And
he is quite of an age to supplement your unwillingness, madam.
Come, boy”—he advanced a little on Donald, “don’t be fright-
encd; I am not going to hurt you. Just tell me now, have you
cver seen this man before?” .

The question appeared to Donald extremely amusing, and,
since he was not at all frightened, but merely excited, he gave a
little laugh.

“Oh yes, sir.”

“How often?”

His mother’s hand on his shoulder gave him a warning pres-
sure. “I . . . 1 could not count.”

“Six times—-seven times? More? tHe comes here often,
then?” .

Donald considered. One could not say that Fathek came here;
he was herc. “No, sir.”

“He docs not come often, eh? How long has he been here
this time?"”

Donald, a little perplexed, glanced up at his mother. What
was he to say to this? But Captain Jackson now took steps to
prevent his recciving any more assistance from that source. He
stretched out a hand.

“No, thank you, Mrs. Cameron! If you won’t speak you
shan't prompt either! Come here, boy.” He drew Donald, with-
out roughness, away, and placed him more in the middle of the
room, with his back to his mother. “Have you ever heard this
gentleman called ‘Sinclair’?” he asked. “Now, tell the truth!”

Donald told it. *No, never!” he rcplied, shaking his ;olden
head. .

“I thought as much! Well now, my boy, I'll make a guess at
what you have heard him called, and you shall tell me if [ guess
right, eh?” And Captain Jackson, attempting heartiness, smiled
somewhat sourly.
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“I'll not promise,” said the child cautiously.

“The young devil has been primed!” said the soldier under
his breath. Then he shot hig query at him as suddenly as pos-
sible. “His name is the same as yours-—Camcron!”

Taken aback by this, Donald wrinkled his brows and said
nothing.

“With ‘Doctor’ in front of it—'Doctor Cameron’?”" pursued
the inquisitor. ‘“Now, have | not gucssed right?”

“Oh no, sir,” said Donald, relieved.

Ewen was no longer looking out of the window, and he was
frowning more than Captain Jackson had trowned. He had
never foreseen Donald’s being harried with questions. “Do you
imagine,” he broke in suddenly, “that a man in my shoes is like
to have Lis real name flung about in the hearing »f a small
child?”

Captain Jackson paid no heed to this remark. “Now, my boy,
yvou can remember the name quite well if you choose, of that
I'm sure. It you don’t choose . . ." He paused suggestively.

“Take your hand off that child’s shoulder!” commanded
Ardroy in a voice so dangerous that, though he had not moved,
his guards instinctively took a fresh grip of him.

“Oho!” said Captain Jackson, transferring his attention at
once from the little boy, ‘is that where the wind blows from?
This youngemule is a relative of yours?”

“Is that the only recason a man may have for objecting to see
a small child bullied?” asked Fwen hotly. “’Tis not the only
one in Scotland, I assure you. whatever you English may feel
about the matter.”

But Captain Jackson declined to follow this red herring. “It
lies entirely with you, *Mr. Sinclair’, to prevent any further ques-
tioning.”

“No, it does not!” declared Ewen. *I have told you once, sir,
that a man in my position does not have his real name cried to
all the winds of heaven. Lady Ardroy herself is ignorant of it:
she took me in knowing only that I was in need of rest and
shelter. 1 do not wish her to learn it, lest Mr. Cameron, when
he returns. be not best pleased to find whom she has been
housing in his absence. But I will tell you*my name at Fort
William—if, indeed, your commanding officer there do not find
it out first.”

This excursion into romance—a quite sudden inspiration on
its author's part—really shook Captain Jackson for a moment,
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since he was well aware that there were divisions, and sharp
ones, among the Jacobites. Yet from Doctor Kincaid’s account
Ewen Cameron himself, two days ago, had answered for ‘Mr.
Sinclair’. As he stood undecided, %enlightenment came to him
from a most unexpected quarter.

“Father,” suddenly said a high. clear little voite, “Father,
has you finded them?”

“What’s this?” The Cnglish oflicer swung round—indeed,
every man in the room turned to look at the small figure which,
quite unobserved, even by Alison, had strayed in through the
open door. And before anyonc had tricd to stop him Keith had
pattered forward and scized his father round the legs. “My
comed down to look for minc deers,” he announced, smiling up
at him. “Who is all these peoples?”

[t was the last query about identity asked that evening. Ewen
saw that the game was up, and, the soldiers who held him
having, perhaps unconsciously, loosed their hold at this gentle
and uncxpected arrival, he stooped and caught up the wrecker
of his gallant scheme. “No, my wee bird, I have not found your
deers . . . | have been found mysclf,” he whispered, and could
not keep a smile from the lips which touched that velvet
check.

But the implications of this unlooked-fox greeting had now
burst upon Captain Jackson with shattering force. Falf-inarticu-
late with rage, he strode forward and shook his fist in the
prisoner’s face .“You . . . you liar! You are yoursclf Ewen
Cameron!”

“Pray do not terrify this child also,” observed the culprit
coolly, for Kcithie, after one look at the angry soldier, had
hidden his face on his father’s shoulder. “He is only three years
old. and not worthy of your attentions!”

Captain Jackson fairly gibbered. “You think that you have
fooled me—you and your lady there! You'll soon find out at
Fort William who is the fool! Put that child down!”

“Please make that red gentleman go awayv!” petitioned a
small voice from the neighbourhood of Ardroy’s neck.

“That’s out of my power, [ fear, my darling,” replcd the
young man. “And you had better go to Mother ne v.” Since,
with the child in his arms, not a soldicr seemed disposed to
hinder him, he walked calmly across the room and put Keithie
into Alison’s, whence he contemplated Captain Jackson with a
severe and heavenly gaze.
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“Well, now that this charming domestic interlude is over,”
snapped that officer, “‘perhaps, sir,,you will vouchsafe some ex-
planation of your conduct in leading my men this dance, and in
striving to hide your iderfity in your own house in this
ridiculous fashion? ‘When Mr. Cameron returns’, forsooth!”

Again Ewen, usually a punctiliously truthful person, was in-
spired to a flight of imagination. “I admit that it was foolish
of me,” he replied with every appearance of candour. “But I
saw you and your men coming. and having been ‘out’, as you
probably know, in the Forty-five, [ thought it better to instruct
my wife to say that I was from home, and left the house by a
back window. I see now that I should have done better to show
more courage, and to stay and face your visit out.”

During this explanation Captain Jackson, his hands behind
his back, was regarding the selt-styled coward very fixedly. Do
you think that you can gull me into believing that you led my
men that chase because of anything you did six or seven years
ago, Mr. Ewen Cameron? No; you were playing the decoy—and
giving thé man you are hiding here a chance to get away!”

Ardroy shrugged his shoulders. “Have it your own way, sir,”
he said indifferently. I know that a simple explanation of a
natural action is scldom belicved.”

“No, only by sitgpletons!” retorted Captain Jackson. “How-
evcr, you can try its effect upon Lieutenant-Governor Leighton
at Fort William, for to 'ort WVilliam you will go, Mr. Camcron,
without delay. And do not imagine that 1 shall accompany you;
I have not linished looking for your triend {rom Caithness, and,
when you are no longer here to draw the pursuit, it may be that
I shall find him.”

It was truc that Ewen had contemplated being taken to Fort
William, but not exactly in his own c¢haracter and upon his own
account. This was a much less attractive prospect. However,
there was no help for it, and the oniy thing that mattered was
that Archie should get safely away. If only he could be certain
that he had! Surcly the MacMartins . . . His thoughts sped up
to Slochd nan Eun.

“Take two file of men, sergeant,” said Captain Jackson, “and
set out with Mr. Cameron at once. You canacach High Bridge
by nightfall. and lie there.”

At that Alison came forward; she had put down Keithie and
was holding him by the hand; he continued to regard the English
officer with the same unmitigated disapproval. “Do you mean,
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sir, that you are sending my husband to Fort William at once—
this very evening?” .

“Yes, madam. I have reaily no choice,” replied the soldier,
who appeared to have regained corkrol of his temper. “But if he
will give me his word of honour to go peaceably, and make no
attempt to escape by the way, I nced not order any harsh
measurcs for the journey. Will you do that, Mr. Cameron?”

Ewen came back to his own situation, and to a longing to feel
Keithie in his arms again for a moment. “Yes, sir, I pledge you
my word as a gentleman to give no trouble on the road. Indeed,
why should 1?” he added. *“l am innocent.”

“But if Mr. Cameron is to go at once,” objected Alison, “pray
allow me time to put together a few necessaries for him, since
however short a while he stays at Fort William he will need
them.”

Instant departure was not so urgent that Captain Jackson
could reasonably refuse this request. “Yes,, you may do that,
madam,” he replicd a trifle stiffly, “provided that you are not
more than a quarter of an hour about the business; dtherwise
the party may be benighted before they can reach High Bridge.”
And he went quite civilly to hold the door for her.

As Alison passed her husband she looked at him hard with a
question in her cycs; she wanted to be sure. Again he gave an
almost imperceptible shake of the head. She drew, her brows
together, and with a chiid on either side of her, the elder lagging
and gazing half-frightecned, half-admiringly, at his captive
father, went out of the room. Captain Jackson did the same; but
he left four men with muskets bchind him.

Of these Ewen took no notice, but began walking slowly up
and down the room decar to him by so many memories. Now
that the moment of being taken from his home was upon him he
did not like it. But he would soon be back, he told himself. How
heavily would he be fined by the Government for this escapade?
However little, it would mean a still harder struggle to make
both ends meet. Bat no price was too high to pay for Archie’s
life—or for Keithie’s. Both of them were tangled up somehow
in this payment. He wondered too, with some uneasine::, how
and why the redcqats whom he had allowed to captiire him had
been right up by Loch na h-lolaire when he came upon them.
Dhé! that had been a chase, too—he was young enough to have
enjoyed it.

The door was opened again; there was Alison, with a little
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packet in her hand, and Captain Jackson behind her. “You can
take leave of your wife, Mr. Camgron,” said he, motioning him
to come to her at the door.

But only, it was cvident,8under his eyes and in his hearing.
So nothing could be said about Archie; even Gaelic was not safe,
for it was quite possible that the Lnglishman had picked up a
few words. Under the oflicer’s cyes, then, Ardroy took his wife
in his arms and kissed her.

“I shall not be away for long, my dear. God bless you. Kiss
the boys for me.”

To Alison Cameron it seemed incredible that he was really
being taken from her with so little warning, when only a couple
of hours ago he had been in her room asking about Keithic's lost
toys. And, for all cither of them yet knew, he might be sacri-
ficing himself in vain. But she looked up into his eyes and said
with mecaning, “I will try to do all you wish while you are
away,” a wilely utterance to which Captain Jackson could
hardly take exception.

And tHree minutes later, with no more intimate leave-taking
than that, she was at the window watching her husband being
marched away undcr the beeches of the avenue with his little
guard. Before he vanished from sight he turned and waved his
hand, with the air gf one who meant to be back cre any of their
leaves had §luttered down.

“I am sorry for this, madam,” said the voice of Captain Jack-
son behind her. “But, if you'll forgive me for saying so, Mr.
Cameron has brought it upon himself. Now understand, if you
plcase, that no one is to leave the housc on any pretext; 1 have
not finiched yet. But you arc free to go about your ordinary
occupations, and I'll see that you arc not molested—so long as
my order is observed.”

For that Alison thanked him. and went upstairs to solace her
loneliness by putting little Keith to bed. She had alrcady tried
to send Morag—the casiest to come at of the scrvanis—up the
brae, arid had not found it feasible. And surely, surcly Doctor
Cameron must have taken the alarm by now and be away?
Still, there was always her promise to Ewen—a promise which
it began to seem impossible to carry out. 4

c‘
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Yet, 1n a sense, that promisc was already 1n process of being
kept, though 1n a manner of which Alison was tortunately
1gnorant At the very moment when she had finally succeeded
1n saustying her younger son’s ciitical inquiries about ‘the
gentleman downstairs that was so angry’, her eldest born, whom
she had last scen scated on the stairs gazing down through the
rails with deep 1nterest at the group of soldiers 1n the hall, was
halt-way between the house and loch na h-lolaire, his heart
beating rapidly with exatement, triumph, and another less
agrecable emotion

Both 1n courage and 1ntelligence Donald was old tor his ycars.
He knew that his mother had tried i vain to send Morag out of
the house while she was making up the packet for Tather  The
resplendent 1dea had then come to him of himself carrying out
Father’s wish, and warning Doctor Cameron of the presence of
the soldicts of which he partially at least grasped the import
ance On the whole, he thought he would not tell his mother
until the deed was accomplished for 1t was just possible
that 1t he mentioned his purpose betorchand she would forbid
him to carty 1t through As for getung out ot the house, per-
haps the soldicrs at the various doors would not pay much
attention to him, whom they probably considered just a hittle
boy—though 1t was scarcely so that he thought of himselt Per-
haps also they would not be awarc that never n his life before
had he been out so late alone  1le could $1y that he had lost a
ball in the shrubbery, and that would be true, for so he had.
about a month ago, and even 1f 1t had not been true, lhies seemed
to be strangely permissible today Ile could cteep out of the
shrubbet+ on the other side and then tun, run all the way round
the end ol the loch and up the ttack which dimbed the shoulder
of Meall Achadh

As 1t happened, Donald did not have to employ the plea about
the lost ball, for 1n wandermg round the back premises he came
on a door which was not guirded at all lts puticular santry
was even then escerting mis father tow nds Tort Wi lim, and
by some oversight had not been replaced So the small adven-
turer quite ewsily found himself among the outbuildings,
deserted and silent, except tor the voices of two nvisible red-
coats who were arguing about something round the corner of
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the stables. By them his light footfall went unheard, and a
moment or two afterwards Donadd was looking back in elation
from the edge of the poligies on the lighted windows of the
house of Ardroy.

That was a good ten minutes ago. Now . . . he was wishing
that he had brought Luath with him. . . . It was such a strange
darkness—not really dark, but an cerie kind of half-light. And
the loch, which he was now approaching . . . what an odd
ghostly shine the water had between the trees! 1le had never
secn it look like that betore. This was, past all doubt, the hour
of that dread Thing, the water-horse.

And Donald’s teet began to falter a hittle in the path as he
came nearer and nearer to the Toch ol the Lagle, so friendly in
the day, so very diffecrent now. No child in the 1 shlands but
had heard many a story of water-hoirse and helpie and uruisg,
however much his elders might discourage such narratives. It
was true that Tather had told hm there were no such things
as thesq fabled inhabitants of loch and stream and mountain-
side, but the awful fact remained that Morag had a second
cousin in Kintail who had been carried oft by an cach uisge. On
Loch Duich it was; seeing a beautiful horse come into his little
enclosure he could not resist climbing on to its back; that was
just what the water-horse wanted, tor it rushed down to the
loch witheits ridet, and Morag's <ccond cousin was never seen
again. Only, next day, his lungs floated ashore; all the rest of
him had been eaten up. Not quite to know what one’s ‘lungy’
were marde it still more horrible

At Donald’s age one 15 not capable of formulating an axiom
about he difliculty ol proving a negatnve, but this evening's
adventure brought the boy some instinctive pereeption of its
truth. Father had never seen a watar-horse, 1t was true . ..
but in the face of Morag's story . . . Then there was another
most disturbing thought to accompany him; what it something
in the nature of an angel werce suddenly to appear and throw
him into the loch as a punishment for having pushed Keithie
in and made him illt lhere would be no I ather on the island
now to rescue him.

Donald’s steps grew slower still. Tie was tiow almost <kirting
Loch na h-lolaire in the little track through the heather and
bracken, where the pine branches swayed and whispered and
made the whole atmosphere, tno, much darker and more alarm-
ing. If he had realised carlic* the possibility of an avenger . . .
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Then he thought of those who had fought at the great battle
before he was born, of cousin Ian Stewart and the broken clay-
more, of his father, of the dead Chief whose name he bore, and
went onwards with a brave and bckiting heart. But there were
such strange sounds all round him—noises and cracklings which
he had never heard in the day, open-air little boy thotigh he was;
and oncc he jumped violently as something shadowy and slim
ran across his very path ‘Only a weasel,” said the child to him-
self, ‘but a very large one!’

And then Donald’s heart gave a bound and scemed to stop
altogether. Something much bigger than a weasel was coming,
though he could not see it. It was trampling through the under-
growth on his right. The each uisge, undoubtedly! There broke
from him a little sound too attenuated for a shriek, a small
puppy-like whimper of dismay.

“Who's there?” called out a man’s voice sharply. “Who's
there—answer me!”

At least, then, it was not a water-horse. “I'm . . . I'm

Donald Camcron of Ardroy,” replicd the adventurer in quaver-
ing tones, his eycs fixed on the dark, dim shape now visible, from
the waist upwards, among the surging waves of bracken. This
did not look like an avenging angel cither; it secmed to be just a
man. :
“Donald!” it exclaimed. “What in the name of- the Good
Being arc you doing here at this hour? Don’t be frightened,
child—'tis your uncle Hector.” And the apparition pushed
through the fern and bent over him. “Are you lost, my boy ?”

Immensely relicved, Donald looked up at the young man. He
had not seen him for ncarly two years, and his actual recollec-
tions of his appearance were hazy, but he had often heard of the
uncle who was a soldier of the King of France. Evidently, too,
Uncle Hector had lately been in some battle, for he wore round
his head a bandage which showed white in the dusk.

“No, Uncle Hector, I'm not lost. I am going up to Slochd nan
Eun to tcll Doctor Cameron that there are some soldiers come
after him, and that he must go away quickly.”

“Doctor Cameron!” exclaimed his uncle in surprise. [hen,
glancing round, helowcred his voice and dropped on one knee
beside the little boy. “What on earth is he doing at Ardroy? I
thought he never came here now. You are sure it was Doctor
Cameron, Donald—and net Mr. MacPhair of Lochdornie?”

“No, I know it was Doctor Cameron. He stayed in our house
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first; he came because—because Keithie was ill.” His head went
down for a second. “He made himvwell again. The other doctor
from Maryburgh came too. Then Doctor Cameron went up to
stay with Angus MacMartifi. And if you plecase I must go to
Slochd nan Eun at once.”

But his y8ung uncle, though he had risen to his teet again, was
still blocking the path and staring down at him, and saying as
though he were speaking to himself, “Then it was he who is just
gone away from Slochd nan Eun with Angus, only they were so
discreet they’d not name him to me!—No, my little hero, there’s
no need for you to go any farther. I have just come from Angus's
cottage myself, and they told me the gentleman was gone some
time since, because of the soldiers down at the house. And, by
the way, are the soldicrs still there?”

“Yes, and some of them have taken lather away to Fort
William. They ran after him-—he got out ot a window—and
they caught him and thought at first he was Doctor Cameron.
Father wanted them to think that,” explained Donald with a
sort of vicarious pridc.

Hector Grant’s brow grew black under the bandage. “Mon
Dieu, mon Dicu, quel malheur!—l must sce your mother,
Donald. Go back, laochain, and try to get her to come up to me
here by the loch. §'ll take you a part of the way.”

“You are surc, Uncle Hector,” ashed Donald anxiously, “that
Doctor Cameron is gone away ?”

“Good child!” said Uncle Heetor appreciatively. “Yes, foi de
gentilhomme, Donald, he is gone. There is no need for you to
continuc this nocturnal adventure. And I fancy that yvour mother
will forgive me a good deal for putting a stop to it. Come along.”

Most willingly did Donald’s hand slide into that of his uncle.
If one can be quit of a r.ither terrifying enterprise with honour
. . . It did not scer nearly so dark now, and the water-horse
had gone back into the land of bedtime stories. But there was
still an obstacle to his protector’s plan of which he must inform
him.

“I don't think, Uncle Hector,” he said doubtfully, as they
began to move away, “that the soldiers will let Mother come out
to see you. Nobody was to lecave the house. they said. They did
not seec me come out. But perhaps they would let ycu go in?”

Uncle Hector stopped. “They’ll lct me in fast enough, I war-
rant—but would they let me come out again? . . . Perhaps
after all 1 had better come nn nearer. Can you go back from
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here alone, Donald—but indeed I see you can, since you have
such a stout heart.” (The heart in question fell a little at this
flattering deduction.) “By the way, you say Kecithie is better—is
he quite recovered?”

“Keithie? He 15 out of bed to-day. Indeed,” said Keithie’s
senior rather scornfully, “tis a pity he is, for he ¢ame down-
stairs by his lane when the soldiers were here and did a very silly
thing.” And he explained in what Keithic’s foolishness had con-
sisted. ““So "twas he that spoilt L ather’s fine plan . . . which [
knew all about!”

*“‘Tine plan’—I] wonder what your mother thought of it?”
once more commented tHector Grant half to himself. “Well,
Donald, give her a kiss tor me, and tell her that I will contrive
somehow to sce her, when the soldiers have gone. Mcanwhile |
think I'll return to the safer hospitality of Meall Achadh. Now
run home—she'll be anxious about you.”

He stooped and kissed the sclf-appointed messenger, and gave
him an encouraging pat. ‘

“Good-night, Uncle Hector,” said Donald politely. “I will tell
Mother.” And he set ofl at a trot which soon cartied him out of
sight in the dusk.

“And now, what am I going to do?” askcd Licutenant [ector
Grant in I'rench of his surroundings, Somelh.'ng croaked in the
rushes of Loch na h-lolaire “Iu dzs’ he inquired, turning his

head. “Nay, jesting apart, this 15 a pretty coil that [ have set on
foot!”



CHAPTER VIl

A Great many Lies

I

IT is undoubtedly easicr to invite durance than to get free of it
again. So Ewen found, after his interview next dav with old
Lieutenant-Governor Leighton, now in command at Fort
William, who was rather querulous, declaring with an injured
air that, from what he had been told about Mr. Cameron of
Ardroy, he should not have expected such conduct from him.
“However,” he finished pessimistically, “disloyalty that is bred
in the bone will always out, [ supposc; and once a Camcron
always a Cameron.”

Since Ewen's captor and accuser, Captain Jackson, was still
absent, the brief jnterview produced little of value cither to
Colonel Lgighton or himself, and Ardroy spent a good deal of
that Sunday pacing round and round his bare though by no
means uncomfortable place of confinement, wishing fervently
that he knew whether Archie had got away in satety. Never,
never, if any ill befell him, would he forgive himself for having
brought hin1 to the house. The next day Colonel Leighton had
him in tor examination again, chielly in order to conlront him
with Captain Jackson, iow returned empty-handed from his
raid, and it was Fwen’s late visitor who took the more prominent
part in the procecedings, either questioning the prisoner him-
self or prompting his clderly superior in a quitc obvious manner.
The reason for this procedure Ewen guessed to lie in the fact
that Leighton was a newcomer at Fort William, having suc-
ceeded only a few months ago the astute Colonel Crauford, an
adept at dealing with Highland difficultics,sand one on whom
Captain Jackson seemed to be desirous of modelling himself, if
not his Colonel.

Ewen steadily denied having had any doubtful person in his
house, ‘Mr. Sinclair’, whose presence he could not entirely ex-

69
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plain away, being, as he had already stated, a friend on a visit,
which visit had ended the day before the arrival of the military.
He stuck to his story that when he himself had seen the soldiers
approaching his courage had faile§ him, and he had dropped
from a window and run from them.

“If that is so, Mr. Cameron,” said the Licutenawt-Governor
(echoing Captain Jackson), “then you must either have had a
guilty conscience or you were playing the decoy. And I suspect
that it was the latter, since you do not look the sort of man who
would get out of a window at the mere approach of danger.”

Ardroy supposed that this was a species of compliment. But

he was feeling bored and rather disheartened at having landed
himsclf in a captivity which promised to be longer than he had
anticipated. Hc would not indeed regret, it, he told himself, if he
had saved Archie, but of that hc was not perfectly sure, for
though Captain Jackson had failed to capture him, yet a party
from one of the scattered military posts might have done so,
once the alarm was given. He looked over the heads of the two
officers out of the window, whence he could get a glimpse of
the waters of Loch Linnhe, shining and moving in the sun. The
thought of being shut up in Fort William for an indefinite period
was becoming increasingly distasteful. But it was ridiculous to
suppose that they had grounds for keeping him more than a few
days! "
So he declared that appcarances were deccitful, and again
pointed out his excmplary behaviour since his return to Scot-
land. He desired no more, he said, than to go on living quietly
upon his land. It was no doubt very tame and unheroic thus to
plead for relcase, but what was the usc of rcmaining confined
here if he could avoid it? And for a while after that he sat
there—having been provided with a chair—hardly listening to
Colonel Leighton as he prosed away, with occasional interrup-
tions from his subordinate, but wondering what Alison was
doing at this moment, and whether Keithie were any the worse
for his fateful excursion downstairs; and scarcely noticing that
the Colonel had ceased another of his homilies about distoyalty
to listen to a young officer who had come in with some message
—until his own name occurring in the communication drew his
wandering attention.

The Colonel had become quite alert. “Bring him up here at
once,” he said to the newcomer, and, turning to the listless
prisoncr, added, “Mr. Cameron, here’s a gentleman just come
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and given himself up to save you, so he says, from further
molestation on his behalf.” '

He had Ewen’s attention now! For one horrible moment
Ardroy felt quite sick. He hd the wild half-thought that Archie
. . . butno, Archie was incapable of so wrong and misguided an
action as throwing away his liberty and wrecking his mission
merely to save him from imprisonment.

Then through the open door came the young officer again, and
after him, with a bandage about his head and a smile upon his
lips, Hector.

Ewen suppressed a gasp, but the colour which had left it came
back to his face. He got up from his chair astounded, and not
best pleased at this crazy deed. lector Grant did not scen to find
his situation dull; he had about him an air which it *vould have
been unkind, though possible. to call a swagger; which air, how-
ever, dropped from him a little at the sight of his brother-in-law,
in whose presence he had evidentiy not expected so soon to find
himself. He glanced across at him, with a slightly deprecatory
lift of tHe eyebrows, while Ardroy fcared that he must be look-
ing, as he felt, rather blank. It was well-mcaning of the lad. but
how could it possibly help matters?

Colonel Leighton, however, glanced hopefully at the volun-
tary captive. “Wgll, sir, and so you have come to give yourself
up. On what grounds, may I ask.”

“Because,” Hector answercd him easily, “l heard that my
brother-in-law, Mr. Cameron of Ardroy here present, had been
arrested on the charge of having entertained a suspicious
stranger at his housec. Now as 1 was mysclf that supposed
stranger——"’

“Ah,” interrupted Colonel Leighton, shaking his head sagely,
“I knew | was right in my conviction that Mr. Camcron was
lying when he asserted that he had sheltered nobody! I knew
that no one of his name was to be trusted.”

“He was not ‘sheltering’ me, sir,” replied IHector coolly. “And
therefore I have come of my own free will to show you how
bascless are your suspicions of him. For if a man cannot have his
wife’s brother to visit him without being haled off to prison——"

*“ ‘His wife’s brother’. Who arc you, thend You have not yet
told us,” remarked Captain Jackson.

“Lieutenant Hector Grant, of the régiment d’Albanie in the
service of His Most Christian Majesty the King of I'rance.”

“You have papers to prove that?”
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“MNot on me.”

“And why not?” asked the other soldier.

“Why should I carry my commisison with me when I come
to pay a private visit to my sister 7’ asked Hector. (Evidently,
thought Ewen, he was not going to admit the theft of any of his
papers, though he himself suspected that the yourtg man did,
despite his denial, carry his commission with him. He wondered,
and was sure that Hector was wondering too, whether the miss-
ing documents wete not all the time in Colonel Leighton’s hands.)

“And that was all your business in Scotland—to visit your
sister?”

“Is not that suflicient?”" asked the aftectionate brother. “I had
not secn Lady Ardroy for a matter of two ycars, and she is my
only near relative. After I had left the house I heard, as I say,
that my presence (Heaven knows why) had thrown suspicion
upon Mr. Camcron, and 1 hastened "

But here Captamn Jackson interrupted him. “If it was upon
your behalf, Mr. Grant, that Mr. Cameron tfound it necessary to
run se far and to tell so many lies on Saturday, then hé must be
greatly mortified at sceing you here now. [ doubt if it was for
you that he went through all that. But if, on the other hand,
you were the cause ot his petformances, then your visit cannot
have been so innor uous as you pretend.”

Hector was scen to frown. This officer was too sharp. He had
outlined a nasty dilemma, and the young Highlander hardly
knew upon which of 1ts horns to impale himsell and F wen.

The Colonel now turned heavily upon Ardroy.

“Is this young man your brother-in-law, Mr. Cameron?”

“Certainly he is, sir.”

“And he did stay at your house upon a visit?”

Awkward to answer, that, considering the nature of IHector’s
‘stay’ and its exceeding brevity. Hector himselt prudently
looked out of a window. “Yes, he did pay me a visit.”

“And when did be artive”

Ewen deaded that on the whole truth was best. *‘Last Monday
evening.”

“l should be glad to krow for what purpose he came.”

“You have heard, sir. He is, T repeat, my wife’s brother.”

“But that fact, Mr. Cameron,” said Colonel Leighton
weightily, “does not render him immune from suspicion, especi-
ally when one considers his protession. He 15 a Jacobite, or he
would not be in the scrvice of the King of France.”




A GREAT MANY LIES 73

“You know quite well, sir,” countered Ewen, “that the King
of France has by treaty abandondd the Jacobite cause.”

“Was it on Mr. Grant’s agcount that you behaved as you did
on Saturday?” pressed the Colonel.

But Ewen replying that he did not feel himselt bound to
answer that question, the commanding officer turned to Hector
again. “On what day, Mr. Grant, did you terminate your visit
to Mr. Cameron?”

“On the day that your men invaded his house—Saturday,”
answered Hector, driven to this untortunate statement by a
desire to give colour to Lwen’s ‘perlformances’ on that day.

“But Mr. Cameron has just told us that *Mr. Sinclair’ left the
previous day—TIriday,” put in Captain Jackson quickly, and
Hector bit his lip. Obiwously, 1t had a very awkwai 1 side, this
ignorance of what I'wen had already committed himselt to.

Captain Jackson permitted himsel! a snule. “Atany rate, you
were at Ardroy on Thutsday, and saw Doctor Kincaid when he
went to visit the sich child.”

This Hector was uncertain whether to deny or avow. He
therefore said nothing.

“But since you are trying to make us believe that you are the
mysterious ‘Mr. Sinclair’ from Caithness who was treating him,”
pursucd Captain Jackson, “you must have scen Doc tor Kincaid.”

I see n@ reason why 1 should not have done what 1 could for
my own nephew,” answered Hector, doubling oft on a new
track.

“Quite so,” agreed Captain fackson  “Then, since your visit
was putely of a domestic character, one may well ask why Mr.
Cameron was at such pams on that occasion to pass you off, not
as a relation, but as a hiend from the North? . . . And why
were you then so much older, a man in the forties, instead of in
the twenties, as you re fo-day ?”

“Was there so much difference in my appearance?” queried
Hector mnocently. “I was fatigued; 1 had been sitting up all
night with the sick child.”

“Pshaw —we are wasting time!” dedJared Captain Jackson.
“This is not ‘Mr. Sinclair'!” And the Colonel echoed him with
dignity. “No, certainly not.” .

“Is not Doctor Kircaid in the fort this morning, sir?” asked
the Captain, leaning towards him.

“I believe he is. Go and request him to come here at once, if
you please, Mr. Burton,” said the Colonel to the subaltern who
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had brought Hector 1n. “And then we shall settle this question
once for all.” >

By this time Ewen had resumedhis seat Hector, his hands
behind his back, appeared to be whistling 1 soundless air betwcen
his teeth It was impossible to say whether he werc regretting
his fruitless effort—for planly 1t was going to be frintless—but
at all events he was showing a good front to the enemy

Doctor Kincaid hurtied mn, with his usual an of being very
busy. “You sent for me, Colonel””

“Yes, Doctor, 1if you please llave you scen this young man
before—not Mr Cameron of Ardroy here, but the other ”

“Perhaps Doctor Kincaid docs not greatly care to look at me,”
suggested [ wen

The doctor threw him a glance “! had ma duty to do,
Ardroy " Then he looked, as desired, at the vounger prisoner
“Losh, I should think I had scen him before! God s name, young
man, you're gey hard in the heid! 'Tis the lad I found half-
doited on Loch Ireig side Tucsday nicht syne wi a dunt in 1t of
which yon s the sign!” e pointed to the bandage

“Tuesday night, vou say, Doctor ? asked Captain Jackson

“Aye, Tuesday nicht, 1 mind well 1t was 1 was away up Loch
Treig the day to auld MacInncs there ’

Captain Jackson turned on Hector ‘Perhaps Mr Grant,” he
suggested, “you wete hght headed from this blow «ahen you
thought you wcre at Ardroy till Saturday ’

“And what’s to prevent me having been carried there at my
brother in-law’s ordcrs? * querted Hec tor

*"Trs true that Ardroy spoke of doing that,” admitted Doctor
Kincaild ‘He speired after the young man the day I was at
his hoose But yon was the Thursday ”

“Mr Cameron s1ys that Mr Grant came to Ardroy on the
Mond1y, and Mr Grant himsclt states that he stayed there unul
Saturday Yet on Tuesdyy, Doctor, you find him twenty miles
away with a broken head  \nd he has the cfirontay to pretend
that he was the ‘Mr Sinclar whom you saw 1n the sick child’s
room at Ardroy on the Thursday!’

“Set him up'” exclairied the doctor scornfully “The man I
saw then, as I Ve toM you, Colonel, was over forty a tall, comely
man, and fair-complexioned to boot And I told vou who that
man was, In my opcenion—Doctor krchibald Cameron, the
Jacobite, himsclf—and for this callant to seek to pretend to me
that he was yon ‘Sinclair’ 1s fair flying n the face of such wits as
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Providence has gien me. Ye'd better keep him here for treat-
ment of his an!” And on that, scarce waiting for dismissal,
Doctor Kincaid took himselfyoff again

“Doctor Kincaid’s advice is sound, don t you think Colonel?”
observed Captain Jackson with some malhice “And as the roads
do not seen over safe for this young man, cgad, ‘twere best to
keep him off them for a while

“Your fine redcoats don t scem 1ble to make ‘em safe, cer-
tanly,” retortced Mt Grant

“Come, come,” said Colonel Leighton mpatiently, “we've
had enough ot bandying words. One thing 15 quite plain: Mr.
Cameron and his kisman hetc are both n collusion to shield
someone else, and that person his probably been correctly
named by Doctor Kincayd Have Mr Camcron tiken back You
can put Mr Grant n the samc room with him, for the present
atany rate.”

. 2

“My de1r Hector!” began Ardioy, half-laughing, half-sighing,
when the door of that locality was shut on them

“Oh, 1 know what you ate going to say, Lwen!” [Hector did
not let lim say 1t an corsequenre  “Yes, I've done no good—I
may cven have done harm--but I could not stay a ficc man
when 1 had brought all this ttoublc upon you . as I have
done—don t shike your head! But I had a faint hope that I
could gull them nto come sort of an exchange At any rate, [
have brought you all kirds of messages trom Alicon ”

“You s her? How is Keithie? And——most important of all
—did Archie get satcly ~way?”

“'T1s ‘ (¢s' 10 ll of your questions 1 did sce Alison; Keithie, 1
understand, 15 as wel' as cver he was——and Doctor Cameron was
clear aw1y from the MacMartins before I myself atrived there
on Satuiday evening Nor has he been captured since, or one
would have heard 1t 1n the neighbourhood ” Here Hec tor looked
at the windows “I wonder how much filing those bars would
need?”

Lwen could not help laughing “You go tod fast, Fachainn! |
hope shortly to be invited to walk out of the door in the ordinary
way, and 1gainst you—-since I do not behieve that they have your
stolen papers—they an prove nothing. It was self-sacrificing
of you 1n the extreme to corie here and give yourself up, but
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my arrest, I feel sure, was due in the first instance to Doctor
Kincaid's sense of duty, of which he made mention just now, and
not to any information about Doctor Cameron rifled from your
pockets.”

His hand at his chin, Hector looked at him. “I wish I could
belicve that. Yet it is my doing, Ewen, for this reason: if I had
not been so damnably ill-tempered at Ardroy the other evening
I'd not have come upon that spy where [ did next day, and have
lost my papers; my loss was the direct cause of your going to
warn Lochdornic and hence meeting Doctor Cameron in his
stead; and if you not met him he could not have come back to
Ardroy with you, and have been seen by that curst interfering
physician of yours. You see [ know all about that from Alison,
with whom I contrived a mecting thronigh your little hero of a
son; I came upon him trotting up to Slochd nan Lun in the dark
to carry a warning.”

“Donald went up to Slochd nan Lun! Did Alison choose him
as the messenger?” '

“Not a bit of it. "I'was his own notion, stout little fellow. I
found him by the loch and sent him back, since I knew that
whoever was sheltering with Angus MacMartin was already
gone. It was from Donald that I first lcarnt who it was. lle'sa
brave child, Ewen, and | congratulate you 6n giving me such a
ncphew !” v

And yet, thought Ewen all at once, it is really Donald who is
the causc of everything; if he had not pushed Keith into the loch
I should never have ridden for Doctor Kincaid and come upon
Hector. . . . Nay, it goes further back: if Keithic had not first
thrown in that treasure of Donald’s . . . Perhaps in justice I
ought to blame my cousin fan for giving it to him!

Hector meanwhile was looking round their joint prison. The
room stood at the corner of the block of buildings in the fort
nearest to the loch, and was actually blessed with a window in
each of its outer walls. It was therefore unusually light and
airy, and had a view across and down Loch Linnhe. In some
ways, though it was less lofty, it had alrcady reminded LEwen
of the tower room at Fort Augustus where he had once gone
through such menttal anguish.

“This place might be worse,” now pronounced the newcomer.
*“I doubt this room was not originally intended to keep prisoners
in.” Going to onc of the windows he shook the bars. ‘“Not very
far to the ground. I should supposec, but there seems to be a
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con51derable drop afterwards down that bastion wall on the
loch side.”

But Ewen, scarcely heeding, was murmuring that he ought
never to have brought Doctor Cameron to Ardroy.

Hector turned round from his investigations. “Yet he's clear
away now,%:wen, that’s certam.”

“But the authorities must guess that he is in Scotland.”

*’Tis no more than a gucss: they do not hnow it. Fyven from
that unlucky letter of mine [ do not think they could be sure
of it.”

“Hector, what was in that letter?” asked his fellow-captive.
“And why were you carrving it? On somcone else’s account, |
suppose? It was very unfortunate that you were charged with
it

Licutenant Grant got rather red. [le stufied hus hands mto his
breeches pockets and studied the floor tor a moment. Then he
litted his head and said with an air of resignation. “I may as well
make a clean breast of it. Lver since my mishap 1 have been
wondering how I could have been so misguided, but I had the
best intentions, twen, as you'll hear. [ wrote the letter
mysclf.”

“Wrote it yourselt! and carried it on you! lo whom was it
then ?”

“To Cluny Mac phcrson

“But you were on your way to Cluny Macpherson- or so |
understood!”

“Yes, I was. But you know, | wen, how jealously the secret of
his hiding-place in Badenoch 15 kept. and how devilish hard it is
to come at hum, even when one 15 accredited s a friend. 1 had
no doubt but that {rom the information 1 had been given | should
mecet with some of his clan, but whether they would consent to
guide me to his lair on Ren Alder was quite another matter,
So, thinking over the problem that morning, it occurred to me
that I would write lum a short letter, in case I found difficulty
in gainin:raccess to his person. You will ask me why in Heaven’s
name I wrote it betorchand and carried it on me, but it was
really my caution, Ewen, that was my undoing. | saw that it
would not be wisc to write it in a shape which any chance per-
son could read, and that [ must turn most of it into cipher. But
I could not write my letter and then turn portions of it into
cipher—a laborious process, as you know —sitting on a tussock
of heather in a wind on Ben Alder, with an impaticnt gillie of
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Cluny’s gibbering Erse at me. So I wrote down my information
as shortly as I could and turned it into cipher before setting out,
in order to have it ready to hand oyer should need arise. And I
still believe that the cipher may dely reading, though when you
came upon me by Loch Treig, knowing that the letter was gone
from me, with the Doctor’s and Lochdornic’s names«n it, [——"
He made one of his half-French gestures.

“Yes,” said Ewen meditatively, “as things turned out, your
notion was not a fortunate one. Was the letter directed to
Cluny?”

“No; that foolishness at least I did not commit, since I meant
to give it, if at all, straight into the hands of one of his men.”

“That’s something, certainly. And if the man who took it was
a spy—and not an ordinary robber, whjch is always possible—
I should say the letter had been sent straight to Edinburgh or to
London.”

“Why not to the old fellow herc? ’Tis truc that if he had it he
could not read the cipher, but that Captain Jackson might.”

“I think the letter was never brought here, because, if it had
been, even though neither of them could read a word of it, they
would know that it had been taken from you on Tuesday, and
would hardly have wasted their time in allowing you to pretend
that you werce at Ardroy until Saturday, nor hpve sent for Doctor
Kincaid to testily that you were not the ‘Mr. Sinclaiy’ whom he
saw there, worsc luck, on Thursday.”

“Unless they wished to give me more rope to hang myself in,”
commented Hector, with a slight access of gloom. *“But as to
that,” he added after a moment, more cheerfully, “I'm more like
to be shot as a descrter by the French than hanged as a con-
spirator by the Iinglish.”

“You should have thought of that before coming here and
giving yourself up!” exclaimed Ewen. “Are you serious,
Hector?”

“No,” confessed Lieutenant Grant with a grin. “Lord Ogilvie
will see to it that he does not lose one of his best officers in that
manner. I'll report before my leave's up, never fear. By the
way, I was carrying my commission on me, as a safeguard,
though I denied ity and the scoundrel who took my pap-.cs has
that too, a bad meeting to him!”

“I thought you were lying to those officers just now,” observed
Ardroy. “But again, had your commission been brought here,
I am sure that Captain Jackson could never have resisted the
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temptation of clapping it down in front of you when you denied
that you had it.” '

“I wonder,” remarked [lcgtor rather irrelevantly, “who has
done the more lying of late,grou or [7 Nay, you, past a doubt,
for you have had vastly more opportunity. And you don't cnjoy
it, more’s the pity!”
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constantly dallied, the young man would not hear of it, alleging
that he had got Ardroy into suflicient trouble already.

But at last Ewen’s own paticnce, not natural to him, but pain-
fully acquired in the difficult ycars since his return from exile,
was completely exhausted. For one thing, it fretted him more
with every day that dawned that he knew nothing of Archie’s
doings, nor had he even lcarnt whence that aid was to come on
which Doctor Cameron was building. So, onc day about mid-
December, when he and Hector had been discussing the various
unsatisfactory plans for escape which the latter had concocted,
he considerably startled that youth by saying, “Let us fix on
Christmas Day, then, for the garrison will be more or less drunk,
and we may have some small chance of walking out in the
manner you propose.” (For the great abstacle to evasion in the
orthodox way, by sawing through the bars of a window and
letting themselves down, was the by now established impossi-
bility of procuring a file or anything like it.)

Hector leaped up from his chair. “Enfin! You mean it, Ewen
—you are at last converted? Dicu soit loué! And you suggest
Christmas Day. You do not think that [Togmanay would be
better?”

“No, for the garrison is English. It is on the evening of
Christmas Day that we must look for the effect of their pota-
tions.” .

“Christmas Day be it, then! Now we can plan to better
purpose!”

2

During those weary weeks Ewen had written as often as he
was allowed to his wife, and had received replies from her, all
correspondence of course passing through the hands of the
authoritics at Fort William, so that only personal and domestic
news could be conveyed. But Alison had all along been deter-
mined to come and visit hiin, should his relcase be delayed, and
wrote a few days after this that she believed she should succeed
in getting permission to do so before Christmas.

“Faith, if she do not come before, "twill be of littl= use, or so
I hope, coming after,” declarcd her brother. “Indeed, if one
wished to throw dust in the eyes of that Leighton creature, it
might have been well had she said that she was coming at the
New Year.”
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“But I, at least, desire to be here when she comes,” objected
Ewen. In his heart of hearts he thought that the New Year
would probably find them stiy in Fort William, since the success
of their plan for Christmas Day depended upon so many factors
out of their control. But he did not wish to dash Hector's opti-
mism, and Procceded with his occupation of making a sketch
map of Loch Linnhe and its neighbourhood from memory on a
clean pocket-handkerchief, though in wruth pencil and linen com-
bined but ill for cartography.

And four days before Christmas Alison came. A message from
the Lieutenant-Governor had previously apprised the captives of
the event, and they trimmed each other’s hair and shaved with
great particularity. Lady Ardroy had written that she would
bring them some Christinas fare; this. the two agreed, would
prove a most useful viaticum for the subsequent journey.

She brought something clse, more unexpected. The young
and courteous officer who escortel her up himself carried the
big basket of provisions, for, to the captives’ amazement, Alison’s
two hands werc otherwise engaged. Onc held the small hand of
Keith, so wrapped about in furs that he looked a mere fluffy ball,
the othcer rested on Donald’s shoulder. The officer deposited the
basket on the table and swiftly closed the door on the family re-
union—but not befere Alison was in her husband’s arms. It was
over three months since she had seen him marched away down
the avenue at Ardroy.

And then, while Hector and his sister embraced, Ewen could
attend to the claims of his offspring. “Keithic, you lcok for all the
world like a fat little bear!” he exclaimed, catching him up. to
find him as smooth checked, as long lashed, as satisfying to feel
in onc’s arms as ever. Nor was the small person at all abashed by
his surroundings, remarking that he had seen a great many red
gentlemen downstairs, and why was Tather living with them?
He would prefer him to come home. The fairies had restored
his ‘deers’ unharmed, and he now had in addition a damh-[eidh
with horns, which he had put in the large, large basket so that
Father could see it. Meanwhile Donald, who appcared grown,
and did seem a trifle overawed by the place in which he found
himself, rather shyly told him that Angus Had rccovered the
claymore hilt from the Loch of the Eagle; and he too asked, not
so cheerfully as Keith, even reproachfully, why his father did
not return, as Mother had said he would.

But it was the prisoners who had most questions to put.
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Chief among Ewen’s was. what had become of Doctor
Cameron? To his disappointment, Alison knew nothing of his
movements, and less still, as discazet inquiry on her husband’s
part elicited, of what success or failure he had met with in his
mission. It was said that he had left the West altogcther, owing
to the persistent searches made for him.

“Then it is well known to the English that he is in the High-
lands,” said Ewen despondeatly, “and it is my fault!”

“No,” said Alison with decision, *“the knowledge scems too
widespread for that. But enough of Doctor Archibald for the
moment; | have to speak of somcthing which concerns you
both more nearly at this time—and it would be better to speak
French, becausc of the children,” she added, plunging into that
tonguc, which they all three spoke with easc.

And, beckoning them close to her Lady Ardroy, to their no
small astonishment, unfolded a plan of escape which it scemed
had been devised in conjunction with young Ian Stewart of
Invernacree, her husband’s cousin, and the rest of his Stewart
kin in Appin. If he and Hector could succeed in getting out of
the fort, and would be on the shore of Loch Linnhe at a given
spot and hour on the night of Christmas Day——

“What night?” exclaimed both her hearers together.

Alison looked a little startled. “We had thought of Christ-
mas night for it, because the garrison—— What are you both
laughing at?”

At that Ilector laughed the more, and liwen seized and kissed
her.

“Because, mo chridhe, you or Ian must have the two sights,
I think. That is precisely the night that Hector and I were
alrcady favouring, and for exactly the same reason. Go
on!”

Flushed and eager, Alison went on. Under the fort a boat
would be waiting, manned by Stewarts; this, with all possible
speed would convey them down Loch Linnhe to Invernacree in
Appin, where old Alexander Stewart, Ewen's maternal uncle,
proposed that the fugitives should remain hid for a while. Some
twenty miles would then lic between them and Fort Walliam,
while in any cast the pursuit would probably be m.de in the
first instance towards Ardroy.

To all the first part of the plan Ewen agreed without demur.
The presence of a boat waiting for them would solve their
greatest difficulty, how to leave the neighbourhood of the fort
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without taking the most easily traced way therefrom, by land.
For the previous part of the programme, the actual breaking
out of their prison, they musigas before rely upon themselves—
and upon the effects of the garrison’s Christmas cclebrations.

But to taking refuge with his uncle and cousin Ewen would
not agrece. “¢f I succeed in getting free, darling, it’s more than
enough that I shall owe them (Hector must please himself; but
he behoves to make haste to rejoin his regiment). But I am not
going to risk bringing trouble on folk who arc now at peace,
particularly after what took place in Appin last spring, for
which an Appin man has paid so dearly. My plan is to reach
Edinburgh somchow, and there secure the legal aid for which I
have been vainly trying by letter. And though there is not
overmuch chance of jusgice for a Jacobite | would et make
an effort after it, and a free man has a better chance of this than
a prisoner. The Linglish know the justice of my case, or they
would not have denied me the serv s of an advocate. After
all, if all goes well, I shall be able to return to you and the bairns
in quict . * . and be ready for the cali to arms when it comes.”
he added internally, for not even to Alison had he revealed what
Archibald Cameron had told him.

After this Alison set the children to unpack the basket and to
range its contents o the table. “I must keep them occupied at
a distance tqQr a tew moments,” she explained, as she came back.
“Now, first for y our escape from this room. since there are bars
to your windows . . . Hold out a hand, onc of you!”

“Not . . . afile!” exclaimed lector. almost snatching from
his ister the little key to freedom. “Oh, you angel from
heaven!”

Alison smiled. ** " I'was [an Stewart thought of that. There’s
something further. You may be wondering why 1 have not
taken off my cloak all this while. If I had, you would certainly
be thinking [ had lost my figurc.” And, smiling, she suddenly
held her r-antle wide.

“I‘aith, no,” admitted lector, “that’s not the jimp waist I've
been accustomed to see in you, my sister.”

“Wait. and you shall know the rcason for it. . . . Look out
of the window, the two of you, until I bid yousturn.”

The two men obeyed. From the table came the chatter of the
children. very busy over the basket. “My want to see what's in
that little pot!” “Keithie, you'll drop that if you are not more
careful; oh, here’s another cherse!”
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“Now,” said Alison’s voice, “lift up my cloak.”

Husband and brother turned round, and, deeply puzzled, each
raised a side of it. In her arms Ldy Ardroy held, all huddled
together, the coils of a long, thin, strong rope.

“Take it—hide it quickly . . . don’t let the weans see it;
Keithie might go talking of it before the soldicrs below. I
thought you might find it of service.”

Hector flung his arms about her. “Of service! 'Tis what I
have been praying for every day. Alison, you are a sister in ten
thousand! Hidec it under the mattress, Ewen, until we have an
opportunity to dispose of it as this heroine has done—for our
room might be scarched if they grew suspicious. And, ma foi,
if our jailers notice anything amiss with our figurcs they will
but think we have grown fat upon your Christmas fare,
darling!”

“Keithie help you make yours bed, Father?” asked the voice
of one anxious to be helptul, as Ewen hastily carried out
Hector’s first suggestion; and the voice’s owner trotted over to
him and lifted an inquiring gaze. “But why are you doing that
now ?”’

Alison whisked him away. ‘’Tis extraordinary,” she re-
marked in l'rench, “how children always sec what they should
not!” .

Neverthcless, some half-hour later, two men, each winding
half a rope round their bodies bencath their clothes, would have
given a good deal had thosc indiscreet and innocent eyes still
been upon them. The room seemed so cmpty now; only among
the provisions on the table stood, very stiffly, Keithie's ridicu-
lous new wooden stag, with one of its birch-twig horns hanging
down broken, Keithie at the last having left the animal there
for his father’s consolation. The recipient, however, found now
that it came nearcr than he liked to unmanning him.

3

Onc may arrange an escape with due regard for sheitering
darkness and the festive preoccupation of one’s jaiilers, may
have accomplices in rcadiness, may join them undiscovered and
get a certain distance away from one’s prison—only to find that
Nature is not in a mood to lend her assistance, that she has, in
fact, definitely resolved to hinder one’s flight. And in the High-
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lands at midwinter this lack of co-pperation on her part may
lead to serious consequences.

In other words, young lag Stewart’s boat, with its four
rowers, was having an increasingly rough and toilsome journey
down Loch Linnhe this Christmas night. The party had waited
undetected ir. the boat on the upper reach of the loch near the
fort, the same luck had attended their reception of the two fugi-
tives, on whose descent from their window and down the
counterscarp to the shore fortune had aiso smiled, and, amid
mutual congratulations, rescuers and rescued had started on the
twenty miles’ homeward pull. The wind, as they knew, was
dead against them, hence they could not help themselves by a
sail, and the tide would shortly be against them also, but these
were circumstances which had for some time been anticipated.
What, however, was dismaying. though not at all beyond pre-
cedent on Loch Linnhe, was the rapidity with which this con-
trary wind was rising in strength, ana ilie degree to which it was
lashing up the waters of the loch to anger.

The boat itself was heavy and solid, and there was little risk
of its being swamped, though now and again a wave would fling
a scatter of spray over the bows. The real danger lay in the fact
that its progress was being so retarded that dawn, even early
day, might be upon them before they had covered nearly as
much distance from Fort William as was dcsirable, seeing that
with daylight they could be observed and reported upon from
the shore. At the helin Ian Stewnrt, more and more uneasy,
watched the pallid light spreading in the east, though the mist
leant low upon the monntains of Ardgour to their right. In
front, about a mile away, a single light in some small cottage on
the shore indicated the Narrows, where the long spit of land
from the Ardgour side pusined out till, in that one place, Loch
Linnhe was only a quar'er of a mile across instead of a mile and
a quarter. Young Invernacree looked at the set faces of his men
as they tugzed at the oars, and turned to his cousin beside him.

“I had hoped to be through the Narrows betore the tide made
there, but I fear it is too late. You know with what force the
flood rushes up through them at first, and with this wind and the
men so spent I doubt we shall be able to pass for a while.”

Ewen nodded; he was beginning to have the same doubt.
“Then let us pull in ncar the Ardgour shore, out of the tide rip,
until the firs. force of it is over. Shall I relieve one of you
gillies? Ay, you'd best let me—look there!”

D
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For the bow rower at that very moment was showing signs of
collapsing over his oar. Béfore lan Stewart could prevent the
substitution, even had he wished, Ewen was clambering care-
fully forward past the other oarsmen in the rocking craft, all
unconscious on what a journey that change of placc was to
launch him.

He got the exhausted rower off the thwart to the bottom of
the boat, and scized the oar, finding himsclf glad to handle it
after threce months of enforced inaction. Slowly but rather
more stcadily now the boat drew near to comparative shelter,
and away from the oncoming flood racing through the neck of
the Narrows. Neverthcless, the water was still far from smooth,
for gusts of wind came tearing over the low-lying point of the
spit. Had they ceased rowing they would have been blown
back, or, worse still, got broadside on to the wind. ‘We had
much better pull right in to land.’ thought Cwen, ‘lest another
man should collapse.” And the thought had not long formulated
itself before the leader of the expedition came to the same con-
clusion, and, after vainly trying to shout it to his cousin, sent
down by word of mouth from man to man the information that
he was going to make straight for the shorc near the cottage and
beach the boat there.

Ewen nodded his head vigorously to show his approval, and,
since he was the bow oar and 1aust jump ashore with the rope,
reached about behind him with one hand until he found it,
realising as he did so that in such rough weather it would be no
casy matter to perform this operation neatly. Preoccupied with
scizing the right moment, and doubting whether, in the bluster
of wind and waves, lIan could {from the stern apprize him of this,
he pulled on with the rest, glancing now and then over his
shoulder to sce how ncar they were getting to the dim grey
beach with its line of foam. And the moment had come, for
there was lan waving his arm and shouting something which he
could not catch, Hector also.

Rapidly shipping his oar, Ewen clutched the rope and jumped
over the gunwale into cold and yeasty water above his knees,
which sucked heavily at him as he waded hasuly into snallower,
trailing the rope'with him. Braced for the strain, h« was hauling
in the slack ot this when that—or rather those—fell upon him
of which his kinsman’s shout had been intended to warn him.
Two men in grecat coats, appearing (so it seecmed to him) from
nowhere, had dashed into the water with offers of help. Be-
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wildered at first, Ewen was beginnang to thank them, when, to
his extreme dismay, he ciught the gleam of scarlet under their
co1ts  No no' he shoutl 1most unconsciously  his one
thought bemg that the whole boitlowd wae ddhverning them-
sclves mto an ambush for somchow he was aw e that the
door ot thc®lightcd cottase bchind han had openad and was
emitung more sol icas  Aput from tector 1ccaptured he had
a vision of his cousin Iinanvolved in var scrious trouble And
obviously Inns ilhes bad the same ider {or mstead of pulling
1n to the shore thoy were now vizorousl  backing watcr to keep
offl \What theit vourg lard was shoutin » to tham w1 probably
furious orders to 2o 01 nd Twd but the recading and tossing
boat itsclf tute the top ke thioush T wen s hand an? those of
the soldicts from vhicnehe vas nsw iy to sn tch it He
himscl) mal dosperrc dlort s raach th bows aind scramble
onboawrd yrun butie stoohite t 0 could only be done now
by swimma e and morcor o one o the soldiars had by this
tume loscd vith v and thay ware oon strueghng up to nid
thigh 1y swithns wata

At st Twen tore hinsddt from the man s lutches with a
push which sent s assulantundar spluttaring  In front of hin
ws the boat v m hhe could not 1 ach with [ standing up m
the stert oo uculaters and - houtim somcthig of which the
wind curnel Wy cvary svibole while Ardioy on his side
shoutc 1 1o the 1o ars to keep oft and that he would tond for
himecdt  ITTor the botter to shos hromtention he turned s
back on the pot h s e tothe shorconswhich e wa Tttt The
dvcked red o hod e on doppime ike v maman id curcang
Iike th p1» bl toonar his companton was dodging to and
fror Fiew nch sorwa towrung t intcrcopt the muoondd
fugi ne on hi cceserae irom *te wil on the baich  Iwo
morc ware hurtvia o n hrom the opon door of tne cottage
and 1 ven 31, amwmed halt dranched and hampered by the
breakine water in nich he stoud Tt 100" ¢d It ¢ prison 1gam
most undoubtcdlv it Tooked Iike 1t He <ct his teceth and began
to plinge stumbhnzly through the 1oim towr Is the shore but
away {from the reinforcements .

And some thiee quarters of an hour It r ratha to his own
astonishment he wis crouchimg wet exhiusted  but free,
behind a bou! ler on the JJope of Meall Preac at the cntrance to
Glen Clovulin - How hc had gou there he hairdly knew but 1t
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seemed to have been by doglging, by running, and by one short
encounter of the nature of a collision, in which it was not he
who had proved the sufferer. Hethad been favoured by the bad
light and by the high, broken ground, an outcrop of the height
of Sgurr nan Eanchainne, for which he had made at full speed,
and which, by falling again into a sort of gulldy, had made
something of a wall between him and his pursuers—who never,
in fact, pursued him <o far.

The wind was dropping now, and the mist crawling lower; he
was safe cnough from the soldiers at any rate. Presumably the
boat had got through the Narrows; he had not had time to look.
He could not help wondering what were the present fechngs of
his cousin Ian, who had undertaken this exploit, involving a
good deal of risk, for him, a kinsman, and had 1n the end only
carried off a young man with whom he had no ties of blood at
all. Still, from Ewen’s own point of view, this braeside, though
windy and destitute of food, was greatly to be preferred to the
room with the barred windows in Fort William. “Better peace
in a bush than peace in fetters,” as the Gaelic proverb had it. But
what he really wanted was peace at Ardroy.



CHAPTER 1X
The Worm at the Heart

I

ALTHOUGH in the wecks to come it never occurred to Ewen—
who was besides well able to look afrer himself—that he had
been abandoned to his fate on Ardgonr beach (he was only to
wish sometimes that he had not been quite so precipitate in leap-
ing ashore with the rope), Hector Granr was often to feel re-
morse for the safety which had been bestowed on him while his
brother-in-law had been left to fend for himself.

It was ttuc that the Stewarts had kept the boat hanging about
on the other side of the Narrows as long as they dared, but no
figure had appcared to claim their help, and young Invernacree
avowed that he hardly hoped for it, because of the presence of
the scldiers on the spit. Yet since, by the last he had seen of the
drama on the shore, Ardroy appeared to be outdistancing his
pursuers, lan had cvery confidence that he would make his way
down the farther side of Loch Linnhe into Morven, and thence
across to Invernacree, for which, after relinquishing the hope of
taking him off at Clovulin, the rowers had then made with what
speed was left in them. At Invernacree lector was sheltered for
a night or two, during which he gave up his former project of
crossing to Ireland, and so to France, for the desire to know
what had happened to wreck the scheme for kidnapping the
Elector was drawing him, in spite of the hazards, to London.
And so here he was, this cold January evening, actually in the
capital, a refuge much less safe, one would have thought, than
his unlucky relative’s in the wilds of Ardgour. But Hector was a
young gentleman attracted rather than repelled by danger; in-
deed a habit of under-estimating the odds agairfst him seemed to
carry him through better, perhaps than it sometimes carried
others whom this trait of his was apt to involve in difficulties not
of their seeking. He argued that he was less likely to be looked
for in London than anywhere else.

91
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Perhaps this was true, but,Lieutenant Grant, after a couple of
days in the capital, found himself facing other problems which
had not previously wcighed upow him: first, the problem of
getting back to France from Lngland without papers of any
kind; second, the problem of remaining in London without
money, of which he had exceedingly little left; and third, the
problem of his reception by his colonel, Lord Ogilvie, when he
did rcjoin his rcgiment, since from the moment when he had
escaped from Colonel Leighton’s clutches the blame for his con-
tinued absence could no longer be laid at that old gentleman'’s
door. Indeed, Hector foresaw that the sooner he returned to
France the less likely would he be to find a court-martial await-
ing him there.

So it was, for him, a triflc dejectedly that he walked this
evening along the Strand towards his lodging in Fleet Street,
wondering whether after all he could contrive to slip through
at the coast without the papers which he saw no means of
obtaining. lle had just come from the ‘White Cock’ tavern, a
noted Jacobite resort, where converse with severil English
adherents of that cause had neither impressed him nor been of
any scrvice. No one secemed to be able to tell him exactly why
the plot had failed to mature; they had all talked a great deal,
to be sure, but were obvionsly the last persgns to help him. The
young soldier thought them a pack of fainéunts: if he were only
back in the Highlands, Ardroy, he could wager, would have got
him over to I'rance by some means or other.

He was nearing the sculptured gateway of Temple Bar when
a beggar woman, who had been following him for some time,
came abreast of him, and, shivering, redoubled her whining
appeal tor alms. More to be rid of her than from any charit-
able impulse, Hector put his hand into his pocket . . . and so
remained, staring with an expression of horror at the suppliant.
His purse was gone. Little as he had possessed an hour ago, he
now possessed nothing at all.

“I have been robbed, mother,” he stammered, and iis face
must have convinced the woman that here was no feigned
excuse, [or, grumbling, she turned and went her way.

The late passets-by looked curiously at this young man who
stood so rigid under the shadow of Temple Bar. All Hector
knew was that he had had his purse at the *‘White Cock’ a short
time ago, for he had paid his score from its meagre contents.
Had he dropped it there, or had it been stolen from him since?
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He must go back at once to the tavgrn and inquire if it had been
found. Then it occurred to him, and forcibly, that to go in and
proclaim his loss would reveal him as a simpleton who could
not look after his property in London. or might cven secem as
though he were accusing the habituds of the ‘White Cock’ of
the theft. EMher idea was abhorrent to his proud young soul.

He glanced up. The winter moon, half-caten away, sailed
cerily over the shrivelled harvest on the spikes of Temple Bar.
Townley's head, he knew, was onc of the two still left there, the
commander of the doomed garrison of Carlisle. Hector’s own
might well have been there too. And although those grin. relics
seemed to be grinning down at him in the moonlight, and
though the action was not overwise, the young Highlander took
off his hat before he pasged onwards.

Yes, London was a hostile and an alien town. Ile had not met
one Scot there, not even him whom he had thought certainly
to meet, yvoung Finlay MacPhair of Glenshian, the old Chief's
son, who had been in the plot. Did he know where to find him,
he reflectéd now, he might bring himself o appeal in his present
strait to a ‘ellow Gael where he would not sue to those spirit-
less English Jacobites. And at the “White Cock’ they would
know young Glenshian’s direction.

Hector turned at ghat thought, ard began quickly to retrace
his steps, lifting his hat again, half-defiantly, as he passed the
heads ol the seven years’ vigil, and soon came once more to the
narrow cntry off the Strand in which the ‘White Cock’ was
situated. There were still some customers there, drinking and
playing cards, and as he ¢z ne down the dittle flight ot steps
inside the door an elderiv Cumberland squire nawed I'ether-
stonhaugh. with whom he had played that evening, looked up
and recognist -1 him.

“Back again, Mr. Grant? God’s sake, you look as though you
had reccived bad news! T trust it is not so?”

“There is nothing amiss with me, sir,” replied Iector,
annoyed that his looks could so betray him. “But [ was foolish
enough to go away without inquiring the dircction of my com-
patriot, Mr. Finlay MacPhair of Glenshian, and I have returned
to ask if any gentleman here could oblige me*with it.”

At first it scemed as if no one there could do this, until a
little grave man, looking like an attorncy, hearing what was
toward, got up {from an cqually decorous game of picquet in
the corner, and volunteered the information that Mr. MacPhair
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lodged not far from there, ir Beaufort Buildings, opposite Exeter
Street, the second house on the right.

Hector could not suppress angzxclamation. He lowered his
voice. “He lives in the Strand, as openly as that? Why, the
English Government could put their hands on h1m there any
day!”

“I suppose,” replied the little man, “that they do not wish to
do so. After all, bygones are bygones now, and Mr. MacPhair,
just because he was so promptly clapped into the Tower, never
actually bore arms against the Elector. But he keeps himself
close, and sees few people. Perhaps, however, as you come from
the Highlands, he will receive you, sir.”

“Ay, I think he’ll receive me,” quoth Hector a trifle absently.
His car had been caught by some conversation at a little distance
in which the word ‘purse’ occurred. The conversation was
punctuated with laughter, whose cause was evidently the
exiguous nature of the pursc s contents, and he distinctly heard
a voice say, “I'll wager ’tis his, the Scotchman’ s——they are all as
poor as church mice. Ask him!”

“Egad, if he is so needy he will claim it in any——" began
another voice, which was briefly recommended to lower itself,
or ‘the Scotchman’ would hear. And in another moment a
young gentleman, plainly trying to schoo] his features to the
requisite gravity, was standing before Hector saying, ‘A purse
has just been found, dropped doubtless by some gentleman or
other, but as no one here claims it, it must be the property of
one who has left. Is it by any chance yours, Mr. Grant?”

And he displayed, hanging across his palm, Hector’s very
lean and rather shabby green silk purse.

The colour mounted hotly into the young Highlander’s face.
Do what he would he could not restrain a half-movement of his
hand to take his property. But almost swifter than that involun-
tary movement—instantly checked—was the proud and angry
impulse which guided his tongue.

“No, sir, I am not aware of having lost my purse,” he said
very haughtily, and translated the tell-tale movement of his
hand into one towards his pocket. He affected to search in that
emptiness. “No;I have mine, I thank you. It must be some
other gentleman’s.”

And, having thus made the great refusal, Hector, furiously
angry but outwardly dignified, marched up the steps and out
of the “‘White Cock’ as penniless as he had cormne in.
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The door had scarcely closed behind him before Mr. Fether-
stonhaugh joined the group round the purse-holder, his jolly red
face puzzled. “I could have sworn that purse was Mr. Grant's—
at any rate I saw him pull foih just such another when he was
here an hour ago.”

*‘But tis impossible it should be his,” said someone else. “Who
ever heard of a Scot refusing money—still less his own money!”

The depleted purse passed from hand to hand until one of
the company, examining its interior more closely, extracted a
worn twist of paper, opened it, and burst into a laugh. “May [
turn Whig if the impossible has not happened! The purse is his,
sure enough; here’s his name on an old bill from some rrench
tradesman in Lille!”

“And the lad pretended that he had his purse in his pocket all
the time!” exclaimed Squire Fether<tonhaugh. “lle must be
crazy!”

“No, he must have overheard our comments, I'm afraid,” said
a voice, not without compunction.

“Aye, that will be 1t,” <aid the elder man. *You should be
less free With your tongues, young gentlemen! 1 have a notion
where Mr. Grant lodges, and, if you'll make over the purse to
me, damme if I don’t send it to hiin to-morrow.”

“Take out the bill, then, sir,” advised one of the original
jesters, "‘and he will,be devilish puzzled to guess why it reached
him.” .

On the whole it was well that Hector did not know how fruit-
less was his pretence, as he walked away towards Flcet Street
again with an added antipathy to London in his heart. What
else could he have done, he asked himsell, in the face of such
insolent comment? And »fter all, it was not a great sum which
he had so magnificently waved from him, and the young French
lady who ha‘ made the purse for him three years ago had
almost passed from his memory. That somcbody besides him-
self, the woman with whom he had found a lodging, would
also be the poorer for his fine gesture, did not occur to him that
night.

2

Ten o’clock next morning saw Li ‘utenant Grant outside Beau-
fort Buildings, and knocking, as directed, at the second house
on the right-hand <ide. The woman who opened told him to go

e
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to the upper floor, as the Scotch gentleman lodged there. Up,
therefore, Hector went, and, knocking again, brought out a
young, shabbily dressed manservant.

“Can I see Mr. MacPhair of Glen$hian?”

“Himselt is tery busy,” replied the man, frowning a little.
He was obviously a Highlander too.

“Already 2" asked Hector. “1 came carly hoping to find him
free of company.”

“Himselt 1s not having company; he is writing letters.”

Hector drew himself up. “Tell Mr. MacPhair,” he said in
Gaelic, “that his acquaintance Lieutenant Hector Grant of the
régiment d’Albanic is here, and carnestly desires to see him.”

At the sound of that tongue the frown left the gillic’s face, he
replied in the same medium that he would ask his master, and,
after sceking and apparently receiving nermission from within,
opencd wide the door of the apartment.

Hector, as he entered, received something of a shock. To
judge from his surroundings, I inlay MacPhair, son and heir of a
powerful chiet, was by no means well-to-do, and he, or his
servant, was untidy in his habits. A small four-post bed with
dingy crimson hangings in one corner, together with an ash-
strewn hecarth upon whose hobs sat a battered kettle and a
saucepan, showed that his bedchamber, iving apartment and
kitchen were all one. In the middle of the room stood a large
table littered with a medlcy of objccts—papers, cravats, a couple
of wigs, a plate, a cane, a pair of shoes. T'he owner himself, in a
shabby flowered dressing-gown, sat at the clearer end of this
laden table mending a quill, a red-haired young man of a
haughty and not over agrceable cast of countenance. A half-
empty cup of coffee stood beside him. Ile rose as Hector came
in, but with an air a great deal more arrogant than courteous.

“At your service, sir; what can 1 do for you?”

“It's not from him I'll ever borrow moncy!” resolved Hector
instantly. But Finlay MacPhair’s face had already chang-d.
“Why, ’tis Mr. Grant of Lord Ogilvic’s regiment! That stupid
fellow of mine misnamed you. Sit down, [ pray you, and take a
morning with me. Away with that cold filth, Seumas!” he
added petulantly, indicating the coffec cup with aversion.

They took a dram together, and Hector was able to study his
host; a young man in the latter half of the twenties like himself,
well-built and upstanding. The open dressing-gown showed the
same mixture of poverty and pretension as the room, for Mr.



THE WORM AT THE HEART 97

Grant had now observed that over the unswept hearth with its
cooking pots hung a small full-length oil portrait of a man whom
he took to be old John MdcPhair, the .Chief himself, in his
younger days, much betartaned and beweaponed, with his hand
on an immensely long scroll which would no doubt on closer
view be foid to detail his descent from the famed Red Finlay
of the Battles. In the same way the Chicf’s son wore a very fine
embroidered waistcoat over a shirt which had certainly been in
the hands of an indifferent laundress.

“Well, Mr. Grant,” said he, when the ‘morning’ had been
tossed off, “and on what crrand do you find yourself here? [
shall be very glad to be of assistance to yvou if it is within my
power.”

IHe put the question graciously, yet with all the air of a chief
receiving a not very important tacksman.

“I have had a misfortune, Mr. MacPhair, which, if you'll
permit me, [ will acquaint you with.”” said Hector, disliking the
prospect of the recital even more than he had anticipated. And
he made it excessively brief. Last September a spy had treacher-
ously knocked him on the head in the Highlands, and abstracted
the pocket-hook containing all his papers. Since then he had
been confined in Fort William. (Of the subsequent theft of his
money in London he was careful not to breathe a word.)

“Lost all your papers in the Iighlands, and been shut up in
Fort William!” said Finlay MacPhair, his sandy eycbrows high.
“I might say you've not the luck, Mr. Grant! And why, pray,
do you tell me all this?”

Hector, indeed, was almost wondering the same thing. He
swallowed hard.

“Because T don’t know how the devil I'm to get out of England
without papcrs of sonic kind. Yet 1 must rejoin iy regiment at
once. And it occurred to me——"

“I can’t procure you papers, sir!” broke in young MacPhair,
short and sharp.

“No, naturally not,” agreed Hector, surprised at the sudden
acrimony of the tone. “But I thought that maybc you knew
someone who-——"

He stopped, still more astonished at the gdze which his con-
temporary in the dressing-gown Lad fixed upon him.

“You thought that I—I—knew someone who could procure
yvou papers!” repeated Finlay the Red, getting up and leaning
over the corner of the untidy table. “What, pray, do you mean
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by that, Mr. Grant? Why the devil should you think such a
thing? I'd have you remember, if you please, that Lincoln’s Inn
Fields are within convenient dist¥nce of this place . . . and !
suppose you are famihar with the use of the small-sword!”

Hector, too, had leapt to his feet. He had apparently met with
a temper more inflammable than his own. Yet he c6uld 1magine
no reason for this sudden conflagration. He was too much taken
aback for adequate anger. “Mr. MacPhair, I've no notion what I
have done to offend you, so "tis impossible for me to apologise.
. . . Not that I'm 1n the habit of apologising to any man, High-
land or Lowland!” hc added, with his head well back.

For a moment or so the two young Gaels faced each other
like two mutually suspicious dogs. Then for the sccond time
Finlay MacPhair’s demeanour changedy and the odd expression
went out of his eyes. “I see now it’s I that should apologise, Mr.
Grant, and to a fellow-Highlander I can do it. I misjudged you; I
recognise that you did not intend in any way to insult me by
hinting that | was in relations with the English Government,
which was what I took your words to mean.” And he swept
with a cold smile over Hector’s protestation that he was inno-
cent of any such intention. “I fear I'm ever too quick upon the
point of honour; but that’s a fault you’ll pardon, no doubt, for
I'm sure you are as particular of yours as & of mine. Sit down
again, if you please, and let us see whether our two heads cannot
find some plan tor you to get clear of England, without the
tracasserie at the ports which you anticipate.”

Rather bewildered, Hec tor complied. And now his fiery host
had become wonderfully friendly. He stood with his hands in
his breeches pockets and said thoughtfully, “Now, couldn’t I
be thinking of someone who would be of use to you? There are
gentlemen in high place of Jacobite leanings, and some of the
City aldermen are bitten that way. Unfortunately, I myself
have to be so prodigious circumspect, lest I find myself in p.ison
again . . .”

“Nay, Mr. MacPhair, I'd not have you endanger your liberty
for me!” cried Hector on the instant. “Once in the Tower is
enough, I'm sure, for a lifetime.”

“Near two years there, when a man’s but twenty, is enough
for a brace of lifetimes,” the ex-captive assured him. “Nay . . .
let me think, let me think!” He thought, walking to and fro
meanwhile, the shabby dressing-gown swinging round the fine
athletic figure which Hector noted with a tinge of envy. “Yes,”
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he resumed after a moment, “there’s an old gentleman in
Government service who is under some small obligation to me,
and he chances to know Mr gPelham very well. I should have
no scruples about approaching him; he'll remember me—and
as [ say, he is in my debt. I'll do it . . . ay, I'll do it!” He
threw himself into his chair again, and in the same impulsive
manner pulled towards him out of the confusion a blank sheet
of paper which, sliding along, revealed a half-written one
beneath.

At that lower sheet young Glenshian looked and smiled. “I
was about writing to Secretary Edgar at Rome when yuu came,
as you see.” Hec pushcd the page towards his visitor, and Hector,
who had no wish to supervise Mr. McPhair’s correspondence,
but could not well avert the eyes whic i he was thus specifically
invited to cast upon it, did see a few scraps of Finlay MacPhair’s
ill-spelt if loyal remarks to that trusted servant of their exiled
King's, something about ‘constant resolucion to venturc my
owne person’, ‘sincer, truc and reale sentiments’, and a desire to
be ‘laid at his Majesty and Royal Emenency’s fect’. But he could
not think why he should be invited to peruse them.

The letter upon which he was now engaged on his com-
patriot’s behalf Finlay did not offer to show the latter, though
had Hector looked, over the writer's shoulder he would have
been more 1mpressed with its wording than with the vagaries
of its orthography, and would certainly have found its con-
tents more arresting than those of the loyal epistle to Rome.

“Dear Grandpapa,” wrote Finlay MacPhair of Glenshian with
a scratching quill to the ¢!d gentleman in Government service
whom, since he was no relation of his, he must have known very
well thus playfully to address, “Dear Grandpapa, Get our ffrind
to writ a pass for a Mr. Hector Grant to go to France without
delai. Hee’s harmlesse, and my oblidging an oficer of Lord
Ogilby’s regt. in this maner will not faile to rayse my creditt
with the party, which is a matter I must now pay particular
atention tow. Besides, I am in hopes to make some litle use of
him leater. And let me know, if you please, when we shall meet
to talk of the afair I last wrot of, otherwise I must undow what
I have begun. Excuse my ansiety, and beliveme most sincerly,
with great estinne and affectior. Your most oblidged humble
servt, Alexander Jeanson.”

And this was addressed, in the same independent spelling, to
“The Honble Guin Voughan at his house in Golden Square,”
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but Hector did not see the djrection, for the writer folded and
sealed the letter in an outer sheet on which he wrote, “To Mr.
Tamas Jones, at Mr. Chelburn’sk a Chimmist in Scherwood
Street.”

“That is not the real name of my acquaintance, Mr. Grant,”
said the scribe with great frankness, handing him ¢he missive.
“And yon is the address of an apothecary at whose shop you
should leave this letter with as little delay as possible. Call there
again by noon to-morrow, and I'll engage there’ll be somewhat
awaiting you that will do what you wish.”

Hector thanked him warmly, so genuinely grateful that he
failed to perccive that he had not wronged the punctilious Mr.
MacPhair after all, for he did know someone who could pro-
cure useful papers for a Jacobite in difficulties. The bencfactor,
however, cut short his thanks by asking him a question which
somewhat allayed his gratitude.

“I hope, Mr. Grant,” he said, looking at him meaningly, “that
there was nothing of a compromising naturc among the papers
which were taken from you in the Highlands?” -

Hector reddened, having all along desired to obscurc that
fact. He fenced.

“No papers lost in such a manner, Mr. MacPhair, but must, I
fear, be regarded as compromising.” ,

“But naturally,” replied young Glenshian somewhat im-
patiently. “As you no doubt found when you were in Fort
William. Did they question you much there about them?”

“No. My papers were not in their hands, as far as I know.”

“Then why were you?”

“Oh, ’tis a long story, not worth troubling you with. But the
gist of it is that I gave myself up.”

He had succeeded in astonishing Mr. MacPhair. “Gave your-
self up!” exclaimed the latter. “In God’s name, what for? Gave
yourself up at Fort William! I fear the knock on your head
must have been a severc one!”

“Perhaps it was,” said Hector shortly. “At any rate | accom-
plished nothing by doing it, and on Christmas Day I escaped.”

“My dear Mr. Grant, you astonish me more and more! I took
it that you had been released And after escaping you come to
London, of all places!”

“It was on my way to France,” said the adventurer, sulkily.
And he then added, in a not very placatory manner, “If you
wish to give me to understand that on this account you prefer
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to withdraw the letter you have Written, here it is!” He drew
it out of his pocket.

Finlay MacPhair waved his hand. “Not for worlds, not for
worlds! It is the more needed; and your escape shall make no
difference, even though it was unknown to me when I penned
that request. But I should like to know, Mr. Grant, why you
gave yourself up. You must have had some extraordinary
reason for so extraordinary a procceding.” And, as Hector hesi-
tated, foreseeing to what a truthful answer might lead, he
added, in a tone which very plainly showed offence, “I have
surely carned the right to a little more frankness on your part,
Mr. Crant!”

The claim could not be gainsaid. Ilector resigned himself,
and in as few words as possible gave that reason. LEven then he
somehow contrived to keep out Doctor Cameron’s name.

Glenshian threw himselt back in his chair, and looked at the
narrator under lowered lids. “So you played this heroic role
because ,you considered that you had compromised your
brother-in-law by the loss of your papers. Then there was some-
thing compromising in them?”

“No. not to him . . . I see I had best explain the whole
matter,” said Hector in an annoyed voice, and being tired of
cross-examination tame out bluntly and baldly with everything
—the loss* of his prematurely written letter to Cluny Mac-
pherson (mostly unintelligible, he hoped, owing to its cipher),
Ardroy’s going back to warn Lochdornie, his finding instead
Doctor Cameron and bringii:g him to his house, the search there
and Ewen'’s arrest. To all this the young chicf listened with the
most unstirring attention, his hand over his mouth, and those
curiously pale hazel eyes of his fixed immovably on the
speaker.

“Dhé, that’s a tale!” said he slowly at the end. “And this
letter of yours, with its mention of the arrival of Lochdornie
and Doctor Cameron—you never discovered what had become
of it?”

“No. But I am pretty sure, as I say,” replied Hector, “that it
never found its way to Fort William. I was, | confess, in despair
lest harm should come to either of them through its loss, but I
cannot think that any has. 'Tis now more than three months
since it was stolen from me, and by this time the Government
has probably learnt from other sources of their presence in
Scotland.”
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Frowning over his own cbnfession, and remembering too at
that moment how Alison that dag at Fort William had spoken
of searches made by the military after the Doctor, he did not
see the sharp glance which was cast at him.

“Ay, 'tis very probable they know it,” said Mr. MacPhair
dryly. “What part your lost letter may have played in their
knowledge . . .” He shrugged his shoulders. “And indeed,” he
went on, with an air of disapproval, “I cannot anyways com-
mend this mission of my kinsman Lochdornie’s and Doctor
Cameron’s. Had the Prince taken my advice on the matter
when he made it known to me—as, considering my large in-
terests and influence in the Western Highlands, he had done
well to—they would not have been sent upon so risky an under-
taking. However, since it has been set dn foot, I hope my cousin
Lochdornie will find means to report to me on his proceedings
there; which indeed,” added the future Chicf, “it is no less than
his duty to do. And yet I have had no word from him. It would
be well did I hear from the Doctor also. I only trust he may not
be engaged in damping down the ardour of the clans, as he did
three years ago.”

“Doctor Camcron damp down the clans!” exclaimed Hector,
thinking he had not heard aright. “My dear Mr. MacPhair, he’s
more like, surely to inflame them with tdo little cause. . . .
And how should the Prince have selected him for this mission
if that were his habit?”

Finlay shrugged his shoulders. ““Archie Cameron has always
had the Prince’s ear since the day when Lochiel sent him to
Arisaig to dissuade His Royal Highness from his enterprise.
Moreover, 'twas to the Doctor’s own interest to come to Scot-
land again. There’s always the treasure of Loch Arkaig, about
which he knows even more than Cluny—more than any man
alive.” The half-sneering expression habitual to his face leapt
into full life as he went on, “That gold is like honey to a bee in
his case. He dipped pretty deeply into it, did the immaculate
Doctor Archibald, when we were in Lochaber together in the
’ ' ”

“But not upon his own account!” cried Hector. “Not for
himself, Mr. MacPhair! That I'll never believe!”

“Your sister’s married to a man that's akin to the Doctor,
you told me,” was Glenshian’s retort to this. “Unfortunately,
I was there with Archibald Cameron at the time . . . Well,
there’s many a man that’s true enough to the Cause, but can’t
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keep his fingers from the Cause’s.money. I don’t blame him
overmuch, with that throng family of young children to sup-
port. I've known what it is to be so near starving myself, Mr.
Grant, that I have had to sell my shoe-buckles for bread—'twas
when I was yeleased from the Tower. So I'm aware why Archie
Cameron finds it suits him to go back to the Highlands at any
cost.”

Hector stared at him, incredulous, yet conscious of a certain
inner discomfort. For it was quite true that young Glenshian
had accompanied Doctor Cameron and his own kinsmza Loch-
dornie to the Highlands in 1749, and rumours had run among
the Scottish exiles over the water that since that date the two
latter were scarcely on speaking termis. But when Hector had
learnt that these two Were going over again together, he had
supposed the report much exaggerated. Still, he who spoke with
such conviction was the future Chief of Glenshian, and deeper,
surely, in the innermost councils of Jacobitism than he, a mere
landless Erench officer.

“Mr. Grant, I am going to ask you a favour in my turn,” here
said Finlay the Red, with an air of having decalt conclusively
with the last subject. “I expect you know Captain Samuel
Cameron of your regiment?”

“Crookshanks, a% we call him?” answered Hector a little
absently, being engaged in dissipating the momentary cloud of
humility by the reflection that as one Highland gentleman he
was the cqual of any other, Chief or no. “The brother of
Cameron of Glencvis—that's the man you mean?”

“That is the man. They say that onc good turn deserves
another; will you then take him a letter from me? I'm wanting
a messenger this while back, and since you are returning to the
regiment, here is my chance, if you will oblige me?”

Only too pleased to confer some obligation, as a species of set-
off against his own, Hector replied that he would be delighted,
so Finlay once more seized paper and took up his pen. For a
few seconds he nibbled the quill reflectively, the fraction of a
smile at the corner of his mouth; then he dashed off a few lines,
sealed the missive carefully, and handed it todts bearer. “You'll
not, [ hope, be robbed again, Mr. Grant!” he observed, and yet,
despite the little laugh which accompanied the words, Hector
felt that after what had passed he could not well take offence
at them. He accepted the gibe and the letter with meekness, and
prepared to take his leave. Young Glenshian rose too.
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“Your visit, Mr. Grant,” he said agreeably, “has been of this
advantage to me, that I know noy’ from a first-hand source that
my kinsman and Doctor Cameron did really make their appear-
ance in the Highlands this autumn. In the absence of news from
either of them I have sometimes wondered whether the plan
had not fallen through at the last. Though even at that,” he
added, smiling, “the evidence is scarcely first hand, since you
did not actually set eyes on either of them.”

“But my brother-in-law, with whom [ was imprisoned——"
began Hector.

“Ay, I forgot—a foolish remark of mine that! T'll pass the
testimony as first hand,” said Finlay lightly. “But where, I
wonder, did the Doctor go after he had evaded capture at your
brother-in-law’s housc?”

“That I never knew,” responded Hector. “In Fort William
neither Ardroy nor [ had much opportunity for learning such
things.”

“He’ll have made for Loch Arkaig as usual, I expect,” com-
mented young MacPhair. lle looked at the table. “Mr. Grant,
you’ll take another dram before you leave?”

“No, thank you, Mr. MacPhair,” replied Hector with a
heightened colour. If he could not swallow Mr. MacPhair’s in-
sinuations against Doctor Cameron’s honesty, neither would he
swallow his whisky. 1le went and took up his hat, young Glen-
shian watching him with that curl of the lip so natural to him
that he appeared always to be disdaining his company.

And then Hector remembered the question which, during
these days in London, no Englishman had satisfactorily
answered for him. Striving to banish the resentment from his
voice and look, he said, ““May I venture to ask a question in my
turn, Mr. MacPhair? Pray do not answer if it be too indiscreet.
But, as I have told you, it was the proposed scheme for . . . a
certain coursc of action in London which brought me over the
sea last September. Why did that scheme come to narght?”

Mr. MacPhair did not seem to find the question indiscreet, nor
did he pause to consider his answer. ‘“Why, for the same reason
that the Rising failed in '46,” he replied with prompt scorn.
“Because your Lnglish Jacobitc is a man of fine promises and no
performance, and as timid as a hare! The very day was fixed—
the tenth of November—and nothing was done. However, per-
haps you'll yet hear something to rejoice you before the summer
is out. Well, a good journey to you, Mr. Grant; commend me to
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my friends over there. I am very glad to have been of service to

ou
Y n his worn dressing- gowrl surrounded by that clamorous
dlsordcr, Fionnlagh Ruadh nevertheless dismissed his visitor
with an air so much de haut ¢n bas that a sudden heavy strain
was thrown en the cord of Hector's gratitude. He bowed, biting
his lip a little.

“I hope I may be able to repay you one day, Mr. MacPhair,”
he said formally, and thought, ‘May the Devil {ly with me to
the hottest corner of hell if I don’t . . . somehow !’

“Seumas,” called the young chicf, raising his voice, “show this
gentleman downstairs.”

And the gillie, who was pecling potatoes on the landing,
hastened to obey. Hector was chagrined that he could not slip
a vail into the bony hand, but, not having a penny himself, how
could he?

‘Arrogant, touchy, and vain as a peacock!’ was his summary
of his late host as he walked away from the Strand in the direc-
tion of the ‘chimmist’ in Sherwood Street. But the peacock had
done him a real service, and in mere gratitude he ought to try
to forget that to-day’s impression of Finlay MacPhair of Glen-
shian had not been a pleasant one.

In any casc it wgs soon swept away by the mingled relief
and mortification caused by a small packet awaiting him at his
lodging, which, on being ‘opened, was found to contain his
purse. Then they had known of his loss all the time at the
‘Whitc Cock’-—or guessed! He had only made himself more of
a laughing-stock by refusing to receive his property !

3

When Seumas returned to his potato-peeling, his master, on
the other side of the door, was already resuming his correspond-
ence. But not the letter to Secretary Edgar which he had shown
to Hector. From a locked drawer he extracted another sheet of
paper, headed sxmply ‘Information’, and underneath the few
lines already therc he wrote:

“Pickle has this day spoken with one from the Highlands who
says that Doctor Cameron and MacPhair of Lochdornie were
certainly there at the end ol September, and Doctor Cameron
was then come into Lochaber, by which it may be scen that the
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information sent by Pickle in November last was very exact.
But where the Doctor then went the informant did not know.
It would not dow for Pickle to g&: himself into those parts, for
the Doctor distrusts him, hee knowing too much about the
Doctor, and besids the risque is too great, Pickle being of such
consequence there; but if hee had more mony at his dispnsal he
cou’d employ it very well in finding a person who would goe,
and undertakes hece’d find out more in a day than any govern-
ment trusty in a week, or souldier in a moneth; or Pickle would
be apt to corespond with persons not suspected by the dis-
affected, who cou’d be on the Watch for these men, if it were
made worth their while. But Pickle’s jants have already cost
him a deal of mony, and hee has never receaved more than his
bare exspences, and is at this moment in debte to severall per-
sons in this town, in spite of the great promasis made to him,
and the great services he hath already performed, both in re-
gard to afairs in the Highlands, and among the Pretender’s party
in England. If somethlng be not paid imediatly Plckle is not
dispos’d to——"

He broke off, hastily covering the paper. “Damn you,
Seumas, what do you want?”

The gillie might have cntered upon a stage cue. “If [ am to
buy flesh for dinner——"" he began timidly 1n his native tongue.

His master sprang up in wrath. “Do you tell me that you
have spent all I gave you? Death without a priest to you! Here,
take this, and see you make it last longer!”

Pulling a small handful of silver out of his breeches pocket,
he flung a few coins towards him, and as Seumas meckly stooped
to pick them up from the floor, sat down again and counted
over the rest, his brow darkening.

He really was poor—still. Yet, for all his pretence to Hector,
no one stood in less danger than he of being again confined by
the English Government, and well he knew it. But though that
Government lett him at large to continue his services it paid
them chiefly in promises; and it is galling to have sold “your soul,
to betray your kin, your comrades, and, as far as in you lies,
your Prince, and‘to get so few of the thirty picces in return.
Perhaps the paymasters thought but poorly of what they
obtained from the informer.

Did the letter-writer himself suspect that, as he sat there now,
his chin on his hand, and that scowl darkening his face? It did
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not seem likely, for no services thht Finlay MacPhair of Glen-
shian could render, however pase, would ever appear to him
other than great and valuablé. Behind those strange light eyes
was no place for remorse or shame; the almost crazy vanity
which dwelt there left them no entrance to his spirit.



CHAPTER X

‘An Enemy hath done this’

1

THE snow gave no signs of ccasing. It had ncver been blinding,
it had never swirled in wreaths against one, yct this steady and
gentle fall, only beginning about midday, had contrived to
obliterate landmarks to a surprising dcgree. and to make
progress increasingly difficult. When Ewen had started this
morning he had not anticipated a snowstorm, though the sky
looked hcavy, and cven now the fall was not cnough to stop
him, but he found his surroundings getting darker than was
pleasant, and began to think that he might possibly be benighted
before he reached the little clachan for which he was bound.

Although it was the second wecek in February, Ardroy was
still west of Loch Linnhe—in Sunart, in fact. At first, indeed,
when, lcaving his hiding-place on Meall Breac, he had wan-
dered from croft to croft, secking shelter at cach for no more
than a night or two, he had known that it would be folly on his
part to attempt to cross the loch, since all the way southward
from Fort William the soldiers must be on thc look-out for him.
Yet he had not gone far up Glen Clovulin when he heard that
those whom he had so unluckily encountered that morning at
Ardgour were a party on their way from Mingary Castle to
relieve the guard quartered at Ballachulish over the body of
James Stewart, in order that it should not be taken down for
burial. They could not possibly have known at thai time of
his and Hector’s escape; perhaps, even, in their ignorance, they
might not have molested the boat’s crew had they landed.

But five weeks”had elapsed since that episode, and it might
be assumed that cven Fort William was no longer keeping a
strict look-out for the [ugitives. Ewen was therefore working
his way towards thc Morven district, whence, crossing Loch
Linnhe into Appin, he intended to seck his uncle’s house at
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Invernacree, and once more get in}o touch with his own kin.
To Alison, his first care, he had lorlg ago despatched a reliable
messenger with tidings of his vfell-being, but his own wandering
existence these last wecks had Tut him off from any news of her,
since she could never know where any envoy of hers would find
him.

Pulling his*cloak—which from old habit he wore more or less
plaid-fashion—closer about him, Lwen stopped now for a
moment and took stock of his present whercabouts. The glen
which he followed, with its gently receding mountains, was
here fairly wide, so wide in fact that in this small, close-falling
snow and fading light he could not sec across to its other side.
He could not even sce far ahead, so that it was not rasy to guess
how much of its length he still had to travel. “I believe I'd be
wiser to turn back and lic the night at Duncan MacColl’s,” he
thought, for, it hc was where he believed, the little farm of
Cuiluiane at which, MacColl being an Appin man and a Jaco-
bite, he had already found shelter in his wanderings, must lie
about two miles behind him up the slopc of the farther side of
the glen. He listened for the sound of the strcam in the bottom,
thinking that by its distance from the track he could roughly
calculate his position. Even in that silence he could hardly hear
it, so he concluded that he must be come to that part of the
valley where the loy ground was dangcrously boggy, though
the track, fprtunately, did not traverse it, but kept to higher
ground. He was therefore stili a good way from the mouth of
the glen.

But whilc he thus listened and calculated he heard, in that
dead and breathless silence, not only the faint far-ofl murmur of
water, but the murmu, of human voices also. Iardly believing
this, he went on a few steps and then paused asain to listen. Yes,
he could distinctly hear voices, but not those of persons talking
in an crdinary way, but the spcakers seemed rather to be re-
peating something in antiphon, and the language had the lilt of
Gaelic. Once more Ardroy went forward, purzled as to the
whereabouts of the voices, but now recognising the matter of
their rccitation, for there had floated to him unmistakable frag-
ments about the snare of the hunter, the terror by night, and
the arrow by day. A snow-sprinkled crag suddenly loomed up
before him, and going round it he perccived, somewhat dimly
at first, who thcy were that repeated Gaclic psalms in the
darkening and inhospitable landscape.
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A little below the track, on the flatter ground which was
also the brink of the bog, ruse two shapes which he made out
to be those of an old man and | boy, standing very close to-
gether with their backs to him. X small lantern threw a feeble
patch of light over the whitened grass on which it stood; beside
it lay a couple of shepherd’s crooks and two bundles.

Ewen was too much amazed to shout to the tw¢ figures, and
the snow must have muflled his approach down the slope. The
recitation went on uninterrupted :

“ ‘There shall no evil happen unto thee,” ” said the old man’s
voice, gentle and steady.

“‘Neither shall any plague come nigh thy dwelling,’” re-
peated the younger, more doubtfully.

“‘For he shall give his angels charge over thee.””

“‘To keep thee in all— " The Jad who had turned his
head, broke off with a shrill cry, “Sir, sir, he has come—the
angel!”

“‘To keep thee in all thy ways,’” finished the old man
serenely. Then he too looked up and saw Ewen standing a little
above them, tall, and white all over the front of him with snow.

“I told you, Callum, that it would be so,” he said, looking
at the boy; and then, courteously, to Ewen, and in the un-
mistakable accents of a gentleman, “You come very oppor-
tunely, sir, to an old man and a child, if it,be that you are not
lost yourself, as we are?” \

Ewen came down to their level, and, in spite of the falling
snow, removed his bonnet. “I think [ can direct you to
shelter, sir. Do you know that you are in danger of becoming
bogged also?”

“I was beginning to fear it,” said the old man, and now there
was a sound of wecariness, though none of apprehension, in his
voice. “We are on our way to Duncan MacColl’s at Cuiluaine,
and have lost the path in the snow. If it would not be delaying
you overmuch, perhaps you would have the charity to put us
into it again.”

“You are quite near the track, sir,” replied Ardroy “But I
will accompany you to Cuiluaine. Will you take my arm? The
shortest way, and perhaps the safest, to regain the path, is up
this slope.” ’

The old man took the proffcred support, while the boy
Callum, who had never removed his soft, frightened gaze from
the figure of the ‘angel’, caught a fold of Ewen’s wet cloak and



‘AN ENEMY HATH DONE THIS’ IIX

kissed it, and the rescuer began to é‘uide both wayfarers up the
whitened hillside. )

“But, sir,” protested the old traveller, breathing a little hard.
when they were all back upon the path, “we are perhaps taking
you out of your own road?”

They weré, indeed, since Ewen'’s face was set in the opposite
direction. But there was no question about it; he could not leave
the two, so old and so young, to find their doubtful way to
Cuiluaine alone. “I shall be glad enough to lie at Mr. MacColl’s
myself to-night,” he answered. “I was almost on the point of
turning back when I heard your voices. Do I go too fast for you,
sir?”

“Not at all; and I hope I do not tire this strong arm of yours?
We were just coming in our psalm a while ago to ‘And they
shall bear thee in their hands, that thou hurt not thy foot against
a stone’.” He turned round with a smile to the boy following
behind. “You sce how minutely it is fulfilled, Callum!—Are
you of these parts, sir?”

“No,” dnswered Ewen. “I am a Cameron from Lochaber.”

“Ah,” observed the old man, “if you are a Cameron, as well
as being the Lord’s angel to us, then you will be of the perse-
cuted Church?”

“An Episcopalian,do you mean, sir? Yes,” answered Ewen.
“But not an, angel.”

“Angelos, as you are no doubt aware, Mr. Cameron, means
no more in the original Greck than a messenger.” He gave the
young man the glimpse of a beautiful smile. “But let us finish
the psalm together as we go. You have the Gaelic, of course,
for if we say it in English, Callum will not be able to join with
us.”

And, going slowly, but now more securely, on the firmer
ground, they said the remaining four verses togcther. To Ewen,
remembering how as a child he had wondered what it would
be like to ‘go upon the lion and the adder’, and whether those
creatures would resent the process, the whole episode was so
strange as to be dreamlike. Who was this saintly traveller, so
frail looking and so old, who ventured himself with a boy of
sixteen or so through bogs and snow in a Highland February?

Ere they reached Duncan MacColl’s little farm up the other
side of the glen he had learnt his identity. His charge was a
Mr. Oliphant, formerly an Episcopal minister in Perthshire, who
had been moved by the abandoned condition of ‘these poor
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sheep’ in the Western ngh\ands to come out of his retirement
(or rather, his concealment, fo he had been ejected from his
own parish) to visit them and administer the Sacraments. He
was doing this at the risk of his liberty, it might be said of his
life, for transportation would certainly kill him—and of his
health in any case, it seemed to Ewen, for, indomicable and un-
perturbed though he seemed in spirit, he was not of an age for
this winter travelling on foot. When he had learnt his name
Ewen was a little surprisced at Mr. Oliphant having thc Gaelic
so fluently, but it appcared that his mother was Highland, and
that for half his life he had ministered to Highlanders.

The light from the little farmhouse window on the hillside
above them, at first a merc glow-worm, checred them through
the cold snowy gloom which was now full about the three.
Nearer, they saw that the door, too, stood open, half-blocked by
a stalwart figure, for Duncan MacColl was expecting Mr.
Oliphant, and in considerable anxiety at his delay. He greeted
the old man with joy; he would have sent out long before this
to search for him, he said, but that he had no one of an age to
secnd—he was a widower with a host of small children—and
was at last on the point of setting forth himsclf.

“But now, thank God, you are come, sir—and you could not
have found a better helper and guide than Mr. Cameron of
Ardroy,” he said warmly, ushering them all three into the living-
room and the checerful blaze. “Come ben, sirs, and you, little
hero!”

“’Twas not [ found Mr. Cameron,” said Mr. Oliphant, with
his fine, sweet smile. ““He was sent to us in our distress.”

“Indeed, I think it must have been so,” agreed MacColl. “Will
you not all sit down and warm yourselves, and let the girl here
dry your cloaks? You'll be wise to take a dram at once.” He
fussed over the old priest as a woman might have done, and,
indeed, when Ewen saw Mr. Oliphant in the light he thought
there could hardly be anyone less fitted for a rough journey in
this inclement weather than this snowy-haired old nan with
the face of a scholar and a saint.

But there was for the moment no one but the boy Callum
with them in the kitchen when Mr. Oliphant turned round from
the fire to which he had been holding out his half-frozen hands.

“Angelos, will you take an old man’s blessing?”

“I was about to ask for it, sir,” said Ewen, bending his head;
and the transparent hand was lifted.
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So Ardroy had a private benediction of his own, as well as
that in which the house and allfits inmates were included, when
Mr. Oliphant read prayers that night.

Ewen was.-up betimes next morning, to find the snow gone
from the ground, and a clear sky behind the white mountain-
tops.

“Ay, I was surprised to sce that fall,” observed Duncan Mac-
Coll. “We have had so strangely mild a winter; therc were
strawberrics, they say, in bloom in Lochicel's garden at Achna-
carry ncar Christmas Day—though God knows they can have
had little tending. Did ye hear that in Lochaber, Mr. Cameron?
"Twas a kind of a portent.”

“I wish it may be a goqd one,” said Ewen, his thoughts swing-
ing regretfully back to forfeited Achnacarry and his boyish
rambles there. “By the way, you have no news, I suppose, of
someone who owns a very close connection with that name and
place—you know whom [ mean?”

“‘Mr. Chalmers’?” queried the farmer, using the name by
which Dr. Cameron often passed. “No, 1 have heard nothing
more since [ saw you a few weeks syne, Mr. Cameron, until
last Wednesday, when there was a cousin of mine passed this
way and said there, was a rumour that the Doctor was in
Ardnamurchan again of late.”

“Do you tell me so?” exclaimed Ewen. “To think that all
this time that I have been in Ardgour and Sunart [ have never
heard a whisper of it, though I know he was there before Christ-
mas. Yet it is possible that he has returned, mayhap to his Kins-
man Dungallon.” Fo: Doctor Cameron’s wife was a Cameron
of Dungallon. and there were plenty of the name in Ardna-
murchan.

“I think it will likely be no more than a rumour,” said Mr.
MacColl. “Forbye, from what he told me last night, there will
soon be another man in Ardnamurchan who'll need to walk
warily there, though not for the same reason.”

“You mean Mr. Oliphant? Yes, | know that he is set on going
there, despite the presence of the garrison at Mingary Castle.
And ’tis an uncommon rough journey for a nfan of his age and
complexion. He should have someone with him besides that
lad. Could not some grown man be found to accompany him?”

Duncan MacColl shook his head. “ Not here, Mr. Cameron.
[ would offer to go myself, but that I have the whole work of
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the farm on my hands just now, for my herdsman is ill. Yet
it's true; he needs a stronger arny than young Callum’s.”

Ewen stood in the doorway teflecting, a tribe of shy, fair
children peeping at him from odd corners unnoticed. The idea
which had come to him needed weighing. He did greatly long
to get back across Loch Linnhe, and if he offered himseif as Mr.
Oliphant’s escort he would be turning his back upon Appin and
all that it meant, even if it were but for a short time. On the
other hand, supposing Archie were in Ardnamurchan after
all . . . As so often, two half-motives coalesced to make a
whole. And when Mr. Oliphant had breakfasted he made his
proposal.

“But, my dear Mr. Cameron, you admitted last night that
you were already on your way towards Appin!”

Ewen replied that this morning, because of some news which
Mr. MacColl had just given him, he was, on the contrary,
desirous of going into Ardnamurchan. “And if you would allow
me to be your escort, sir,” he added, “I should account it a
privilege.”

And he mecant what he said. There clung to this gentle and
heroic old man, going on this entirely voluntary and hazardous
mission, that air of another sphere which either attracts or
repels. Both from instinct and from jgraining it strongly
attracted Ardroy, who felt also that for once in his life he could
render a real scrvice to the Church of his baptism, continually
persecuted since the Revolution and now, since Culloden, driven
forth utterly into the wilderness—and become the dearer for it.

“You make a sacrifice, however, Mr. Camcron,” said the old
priest, looking at him with eyes as keen as they had ever been.
“Be sure that it will be repaid to you in some manner.”

“I want no repayment, sir, other than that of your company.
To what part of Ardnamurchan do you propose to go?”

Mr. Oliphant told him that his plan was to visit, in that re-
mote and most westerly peninsula of Scotland (and indeed of
Britain) the hamlet of Kilmory on the north and of Kilchoan on
the south. But Ewen and Duncan MacColl succered in dis-
suading him from going to the latter because of its dangerous
proximity to Mingary Castle with its garrison. The inhabitants
of Kilchoan could surely, they argued, be informed of his
presence at Kilmory, and come thither, with due precautions
against being obscrved.

“’Tis a strange thing,” broke out Ewen during this dis-
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cibsion, “that the Episcopalian, people of England, whose estab-
lished Church is Episcopal, $hd whose prayer-book we use,
should acquiesce in this attempt to stamp out the sister Church
in Scotland!”

“Mr. Cameron,” said Duncan MacColl impressively, ‘“when
the One whdm I will not name enters into an Englishman he
makes him not only wicked but downright foolish! I've not
been in England myself, but I've remarked it. Now in this
country that Onc works otherwise, and there’s more sense in a
Scot’s misdoings.”

There was a twinkle in Mr. Oliphant’s cyes at this dictum,
for like most of the best saints he had a strong sense of humour.
“I'm glad that you can find matter for patriotisin even in the
Devil’s proceedings, Mr. sMacColl!”

2

So they set out on their journey together, the young man and
the old, on this tolerably fine February day, and travelled over
bad tracks and worse roads towards Ardnamurchan. The boy
Callum was originally only to have gone as far as Acharacle,
where Mr. Oliphant hoped to find another guide, but now there
was no need for himso come even as far as this, and he returned
from Cuiluaine to his father’s croft, to tell for the rest of his life
the story of a rescue in the snow by an archangel.

The distance which the two wayfarers had to traverse was
not great, but, besides the bad going, Ewen was so afraid of
pushing on too quickly for Mr. Oliphant’s strength that he
probably went slower than they need have done. However,
after a night spent with some very poor pcople who gave them
of their best and refused the least payment, they came with
twilight on the second day to Kilmory of Ardnamurchan and
the thatched dwellings of fisher-folk who looked perpetually
upon mountainous islands rising from an ever-changing sea,
and knew scarcely a word of English. By them Mr. Oliphant
was received as if he had come straight from heaven, and the
tall gentleman, his escort, the duine uasal mdr, with the respect
due to a celestial centurion. And word went instantly round to
all the scattered crofts, to Swordle, to Ockle, to Plocaig, to
Sanna, and in particular to Kilchoan on the southern shore.

Next day Mr. Oliphant was hard at work, baptizing, cate-
chising, visiting. It was pathetic to see the eagerness and
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reverence of these poor and faithful people, who once had béer
under the care of a zealous Epi\copal minister, now torn from
them, so that thcy were left shepherdless, save when the
Presbytcrian intruder, as they considered him, came there or
his rare visits to this portion of his vast parish; and his ministra
tions they naturally did not wish to attend. So néw they came
streaming in from all the hamlets and crofts in the neighbour
hood; and from Kilchoan came cven a couple of Coll fisher
men, Episcopalians, whose boat was in harbour there.

But these, like all from the Mull side, came with caution
lest the garrison at Mingary Castle should hear of unusual
gatherings at Kilmory and come to investigate the cause, which
would certainly result in the penal laws being set in motion
against Mr. Oliphant, and perhaps agerinst his hearers, who far
excecded the scanty number of five which was permissible at
one scrvice. Fortunately, it appeared that the soldiers had for
the moment something else to occupy them than hunting out
Cpiscopalians. The colonel of the garrison had becn missing
since the previous day, when he had gone out alone, taking a
gun, and had not rcturned. The inhabitants of Kilmory said
uncompromisingly that if he never came back it would be a
good day for them, for he was a very evil and crucl man whom
the soldiers themsclves hated. But they h#d this consolation in
his temporary disappcarance, that the military. if they were
still searching for him, would hardly trouble Kilmory or the
coast round it, where there was nothing to be shot save gulls.

Neverthcless, when Mr. Oliphant held a service that after-
noon in the largest of the cottages, it was thought well to place
a few outposts, and Ewen, though he would have liked to hear
the old man preach, offered to be onc of these. So about sunset
he found himself walking to and fro on the high ground above
the hamlet, whence he could survey the beginning of the road
which dipped and wound away southwards over the moorland
towards Mingary Castle and Kilchoan. But northward the island
peaks soared all blue and purple out of the sca like mountains
of chalcedony and amethyst, headland upon headland si: etched
against the foam, and tic eye travelled over the broken crests
of that wild land of Moidart, pressing after each other as wave
follows wave, to the lovely bay where the Prince had landed
scven and a half long years before, and whence he had sailed
away . . . into silence. Farther still the coast swept round to
an unsecn spot, both bitter and sacred in memory, where Ewen'’s
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myrdered English friend slept unaer some of the whitest sand
in the world.

And miles away to the nortH-west lay his own home and the
Eagle’s Loch. Ewen sighed. When should he see his wife and
children again? Soon now, please God. But spring, too, would
soon be comay and with the spring his sword was promised—if
the time wcre ripe. But would it be? te knew nothing, the
dwellers in these remote parts knew less, and, from what he had
already heard from them, his hopes of finding Archibald
Cameron in Ardnamurchan and learning of the prospects of an
uprising were littlc likely to be fullilled.

With the fall of twilight the momentary afterglow faded
rapidly, and the strange. jagged heights of Skye began to with-
draw into the magic region whence they had emerg.d. Voices
came up from the hamlet, and the sentry saw that the service
must be over, for men and women were strcaming away. They
would reassemble in the morning, for next day early Mr.
Oliphant was to celebrate the Eucharist.

Ewen's watch was ended. As he turned to go, still gazing,
half-unconsciously, towards Loch nan Uamh, he struck his foot
against some slight obstacle. Glancing down, he saw that it was
a little shrivelled bush—scarcely even a bush—no more than
eighteen inches high. There was nothing on its meagre stem but
very fine, thickly set thorns; not even a rag of the delicately cut
leaves which., with those thorns and its delicious, haunting
fragrance, mark ofl the little wi'd rose of Srotland, the burnet
rose, from every other, and esprcially from its scentless sister
of English hedgerows in June. Ewen stood looking down at it.
Yes, this rose was ill to pluck, and ill to wear . .. but no other
grew with so brave a gesture in the waste, and none had that
heart-entangling scent.

3

Next morning had come. There was not a sound from the
men and women kneeling in the cold light upon the sand and
grass; nothing but the indrawn breath of the sea, now and then
a gull's cry, and that old, clcar, steady voice. It was at the
Epistle that some intense quality in it first riveted Ewen's atten-
tion: ‘and forgiving one another, if any man have a quarrel
against you; even as Chirst forgave you, so also do ye’. Had not
these simple, reverent people ruch to forgive their oppressors?
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The altar stood in the doorway of a cottage; it was only the
rough table of common use cov-'red with a coarse, clean cloth.
A fisherman’s lantern had been placed at either end, for it was
not yet very light. Mr. Oliphant wore the usual preacher’s black
gown and a stole, nothing clse of priestly vestment: thcre were
no accessories of any kind, nothing but what was noor and bare
and even makeshift—nothing but the Rite itself.

Just before the consecration the sun rose. And when, with
the rest, Ewen knelt in the sand before that rude, transfigured
threshold, he thought of Bethlehem; and then of Gennesaret.
And afterwards, looking round at the little congregation, fisher-
folk and crofters all, he wondercd when these deprived and
faithful souls would taste that Bread again. Not for years, per-
haps. And when would he, scarcely in better case—and in whose
company?

He was to remember this strange and peaceful Eucharist when
that day came and brought one still stranger.

Ardroy could not help Mr. Oliphant in his ministrations, so
he went out fishing with some of the men on that sea which for
once had none of the violence of winter. Gleams of sunshine
chased each other on the peaks of Rum, and all the day seemed
to keep the serenity of its opening. That evening, his last there,
Mr. Oliphant preached on the Gospel for the day, on the parable
of the tares, and this time Ewen was among the congregation.
Yes, one had to be denied the exercise of one’s religion truly to
value it, to listen hungrily as he found himself listening. He had
not so listencd to Mr. Hay's discourses, good man though he was,
in the days when Episcopalian worship was tolerated.

Next morning, after a moving scene of leave-taking, the old
priest left Kilmory under Ewen’s escort. Many of his temporary
flock would have desired to come part of the way with him, but
it was judged wiser not to risk attracting attention. Mr. Oliphant
now meaning to visit Salen, on Loch Sunart, and Strontian,
Ardroy intended to go with him as far as Salen; and he had a
further plan, which he developed as he walked, that aftcr he had
visited Sunart and Ardgour Mr. Oliphant should follow him into
Appin, staying with Mr. Stewart of Invernacree, where, all
Stewarts of that region being, as their religious and political
opponents put it, ‘madly devoted to the Episcopal clergy’ he
would be sure of a most ready welcome. i

They were discussing this plan as they went along the side of
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Lo¢h Mudle, where the road led gbove the little lake in wild, deer-
haunted country. The water hjd a pleasant air this morning,
grey winter’s day though it was, and the travellers stopped to
look at it.

“To tell truth,” said Mr. Oliphant, “I was not awarc that
Ardnamurchanm possessed any loch of this size. 1t minds me a
little o "

He stopped, for Ewen had gripped his arm. “Forgive me, sir;
but I heard just then a sound not unlike a groan. Could it be?”

They both listened intently. For a while there was nothing
but the silence which, in very lonely places, seems itself to have
the quality of noise. Then the sound came again, faint and des-
pairing, and this time Mr. Oliphant too heard it. It was not easy
to be sure of its dircction, put it appeared to come from the trec-
covered slope above them, so Ewen sprang up this and began to
search among thc leafless bushes, helped after a moment or two
by catching sight of a gleam of scarlet. That colour told him
what he was going to find. He climbed a little higher. parted
the stems, took onc look at the figure sprawled in a tangle of
faded bracken, and called down to his companion.

“Mr. Oliphant—here he is . . . and it must be the missing
officer from Mingary Castle.” Then he pushed his way through
and knelt down by thg unfortunate man.

It secmed 2 marvcl that he was still alive. Onc arm was shat-
tered, the white facings of his uniform were pierced and blood-
stained, and half his facc—not a young facc—was a mask of
blood. Yet he was semi-conscious, his eyes were partly open,
and between the faint moans which had drawn attention to him
he utterced again and again the word ‘water’  From the condition
of the fern round him it looked as if he had tried to drag him-
self along to the tiny streamlet which could just be heard
whispering down at a little distance. But he had never got there.

“Is this murder, think you?”” asked Mr. Oliphant in a horrified
voice. “Ah, you have some brandy with you; thank God for
that!”

But Ewen had by now caught sight of something lying a little
way off. “No, sir, not murder; nor has he been gored by a stag,
as I thought at first. 'Tis a burst fowling-piece has donc it—there
it lies. And he has been here, poor wretch, ncarly two days!”

They wetted the dried, blackened lips with brandy and tried
to get a little down the injursd man’s throat, but he seemed
unable to swallow, and Mr. Oliphant feared that the spirit might
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choke him. “Try water first, Mr. Cameron,” he suggested, {if
you can contrive to bring som&’ in your hands from the burn
there.”

Holding his hollowed palms carefully together, Ewen brought
it.

“We must, by some means or other, inform tke garnison of
Mingary at once,” said the old priest, carefully supporting the
ghastly head. I wish we had Callum with us; speed is of the
first importance. Shall I lower his head a little?”

“Yes, it would be better. But I can reach Mingary as quickly
as the lad would have done,” said Ewen, without giving a thought
to the undesirability of approaching that stronghold. “I'm spill-
ing this; he’s past drinking, 1 fear. Certainly if help is not
soon—" He gave a sudden violent exclamation under his
breath, and, letting all the rest of the water drain away, sank
back on his heels staring as though he had come on some unclean
sight. For under the trickles of water and brandy the dried blood
had become washed or smeared off the distorted face, sufficiently
at least to make it recognisable to a man who, even i the mists
of fever, and scven years ago, had during twenty-four hours scen
more than cnough of it.

“What is wrong, then?” asked Mr. Oliphant, but he did not
glance up from the head on his arm, for hg had began cautiously
to try the effect of brandy again.

Ewen did not answer for a moment. He was rubbing one wet
hand upon a ground as though to cleanse it from some foul
contact.

“I doubt it is worth going for help,” he said at last in a half-
strangled voice. “If one had it, the best thing would be to finish
this business . . . with a dirk.”

“I suppose you are jesting, Mr. Cameron,” said the old man in
a tone which showed that he did not like the jest. “How far do
you think it is to Mingary Castle?"”

“The distance does not concern me,” answered Ewen. “I am
not going there.”

And at that Mr. Oliphant looked up and saw his face. It was
not a pleasant sight.

“Wh at has come to you?” he exclaimed. “You said a
moment ago that if assistance were not brought——"

“I had not seen then what we were handling,” said Ewen
fiercely. He got to his feet. “One does not fetch assistance to. . .
vermin!”
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.You are proposing that wq should leave this unfortunate
man here to die!”

Ewen looked down at him, breathing hard. “I will finish him
off if you prefer it. 'Tis the best thing that can happen to him
and to all the inhabitants of Ardnamurchan. You have heard
what his repitation is.” And turning away he began blindly to
break a twig off the nearcst birch-tree.

Mr. Oliphant still knelt there for another second or two, silent,
perhaps from shock. Then he gently laid down the head which
he was supporting, came round the prostrate scarlet figure and
over to his metamorphosed companion.

“Mr. Cameron, it is not the welfare of Ardnamvrchan which
you have in your mind. This man has donc you some injury in
the past—is it not 502"

Ewen was twisting and breaking the birch twig as though it
were some sentient thing which he hated.

“But for God’s mercy he had made a traitor of me,” he said in
a suffocated voice. “Yet that I could forgive . . . since he failed.
But he has my friend’s blood on his hands.”

There was a silence, save for the faint moaning behind them.

“And for that.” said Mr. Oliphant sternly, “you will take his
blood on yours?”

“I have always mcant to, if I got the chance,” answered Ewen,
with dreadfyl implocability. “I would it had been in fair fight—
this is not what I had desired. But I am certainly not going to
save his worse than worthless life at the expense, perhaps, of
your libertv and mine .. [ am not going to save it in any case.
He slew my best friend.”

“You made mention “1st now, Mr. Cameron. of God's mercy.”

“Ay, so [ did,” said Ewen defiantly. “But God has other
attributes too. This, * he looked for a moment over his shoulder,
“this, | think, is His justice.”

“Thau is possible! but you are not Cod. You are a man who
only yesterday received the greatest of His earthly gifts with, as
I belicved, a humble and thankful heart. To-day you, who so
lately drank of the cup of salvation, refuse a cup of cold water to
a dying enemy.” .

Ewen said nothing; what was there to say? He stood looking
down through the trees on to the loch, his mouth set like a vice.

“Are you going to Mingary, my son?” asked Mr. Oliphant
after another brief and pregnant silence.

“No, I am not.”



“Very well then, I must go.” ¢But his voice was not as stefdy
as heretofore when he added, “I Would to God that it were you!”

In the grim white face before him the blue eyes darkened
and blazed. Ardroy caught hold of the old man’s arm. “There’s
one thing that's certain, Mr. Oliphant, and that is, that you are
not going to enter the lion's den for the sake of that scoundrel!”

“The lion’s den? Is that what is keeping you back—a natural
distaste for endangering yourself? I thought it had been some-
thing less of man’s weakness . . . and more of the devil!”

“So it is,” retorted Ewen stormily. “You know quite well that
I am not afraid to go to Mingary Castle!”

“Then why will you notlet me go? I am only an old, unprofit-
able man whose words arc not heeded. If I do not come out
again what matter? It is true, I shall rot get there near as quick
as you, and every minute”—he glanced back—*"the faint chance
of life is slipping further away. But one of us has to go, Mr.
Cameron. Will you loose my arm?” His worn face was in-
finitely sad.

Ewen did not comply with his request. He had his left hand
pressed to his mouth, in truth, his tceth were fixed in the back
of it—somec help, if a strange one, to mastery of the wild passions
which were rending him, and to keeping back. also, the hot tears
which stung bchind his eyes.

He heard Mr. Oliphant say under his breath in arcents of the
most poignant sorrow, “Then appeared the tares also. Such tall,
such noble wheat! Truly the Enemy hath done this!” He under-
stood, but he did not waver. He would not go for help.

“Mr. Cameron, time is very short. Let me go! Do not lay
this death on my conscience too. Loose me, in the name of
Him Whom you are defying!”

Ewen dropped the spcaker’s arm, dropped his own hand. It
was bleeding. Hec turned a tempest-ridden face on Mr. Oliphant.

“It shall not be the better man of us two who goes to Mingary,”
he said violently. “I will go—you force me to it! And even
though he be carrion by the time help comes, wl you be
satisfied ?”

Mr. Oliphant’s. look seemed to pierce him. “By the time you
get to Mingary, Highlander though you are, your vengeance will
be satisfied.”

“As to that——"" liwen shrugged his shoulders. “But you, how
will you ever reach Salen alone?”

“Salen? I shall not start for Salen until help has come; I shall
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sta" here.” And as Ewen begarf a fierce exclamation he added,
“How can |, a priest, leave him ying at the gate and go away?”

“And then they will take you?—No, I will not go to Mingary
... I will not go unless you give me your word to withdraw
yourself as soon as you hear the soldicrs coming. That might
serve, since I $hall not say that any is with him. and they will
not think of scarching.”

Mr. Oliphant considered a moment. “Yes, I will promise that
if it will case your mind. And later, if God will, we may meet
again on the Salen road, you overtaking me. Now go, and the
Lord Christ go with you . . . angelos!”

For an instant his hand rested, as if in blessine, on LEwen’s
breast. The young man snatched it up, put it to his lips, and
without a word plunged down the slope to the track below, so
torn with rage and shame and wild resentment that he could
hardly sce what he was doing.

But once on the level he clenched his hands and broke into
the long, loping llighland trot which he could keep up. if need
were, for thiles. [He might, in Mr. Oliphant's eycs, be no better
than a murderer and a savage, he might in his own be so weak
of will that a few words from an old man whom he scarcely
knew could turn him from his Iong-cherished purpose, he might
be so cursed by {atc 26 to bave met his eniemy in circumstances
whicn had spatched from him his rightful revenge —but at least,
if he were forced to play the rescuer, he would keep his word
about it. Out of this brief but devastating kurricance of passion
that intention scemed to be the only thing left to him--that and
the physicai capacity to run and run towards the black keep of
Mingary Castle which "ic so little desired to enter.



CHAPTER X1 .
The Castle on the Shore

THE ancient stronghold of the Maclans of Ardnamurchan, where
James 1V. had held his court, which had repulsed Lachlan
Maclean with his Spanish auxiliaries from the wrecked Armada
galleon, and had surrendcred to Colkitto’s threat of burning in
Montrose’s wars; which had known Argyll’s seven weeks’ sicge
and Clanranald’s relicf, stood on the very verge of the shore
gazing over at Mull. At high tide the sca lapped its walls—or at
least the rocks on which those walls were built—save on the side
where a portion of the fortress had its footing on the' mainland.
It looked very grim and grey this winter morning, and the run-
ner, drawing breath at last, felt exceedingly little inclination
to approach it.

And yet air, flag, garrison, were all unstirving; Mingary seemed
a fortress of the dead, staring across dull water at a misty shore.
No one was visible save the sentry on the bridge crossing the
fosse which guarded the keep on the landward, its most vulner-
able side. As Ewen approached, the man brought his musket to
the ready and challenged him in the accents of the Lowlands.

Ardroy made his announcement from a distance of some
yards. “lam come to tell you that your missing colonel is found.
He is lying in sore straits on the slopes of Loch Mudle, and if
you want him alive you must send without a moment’s delay
to fetch him.”

The sentry shook his head. “I canna tak messages. Ye maun
come ben and sec an officer.”

“I cannot wait to do that,” replied Ewen impatiently. “I am
in great haste. I, tell you your colonel is very badly hurt; his
fowling-piece must have burst and injured him.”

“Man, ye suld ken that I couldna leave ma post if King Geordie
himsel’ was deein’,” said the sentry reproachfully, and suddenly
uplifting his voice, bellowed to someone within, “Sairgeant,
sairgeant!” and motioned vehemently to Ewen to pass him.

124



THE CASTLE N THE SHORE 125

!vlost unwillingly Ardroy crcgsed the bridge, and at the end of
the€ long narrow entry into the tortress found himself confronted
by a stout sergeant who listened, with no great show of emotlon.
to his tale. “I'll fetch the captain—he'll wish tac sce ye, sir.’

The wish was by no means reciprocal; and Ewen cursed in-
wardly at the rccognition of his social status, from which he
had hoped that his shabby clothes, worn for so long in bad
weather, would have protected him.

“I am in great haste,” he asserted once more. “Surely you
could give the captain my message?”

But even as the last word left his lips two oflicers, talking
togethcr, suddenly appeared from he knew not where under the
archway. Yet once again Ewen made his announcement, and
this time it had an immedjate effect. A few questions were asked
him, he described the spot in detail, hasty orders were given for
a party to sct forth instantly with a litter and restoratives, and
then the captain asked Ewen if he would be good enough to guide
them to the place, which after a second or two of hesitation he
agreed to Ylo. Indeed, provided he were not asked questions of
too scarching a naturc on the way, the arrangement would suit
him well.

But he was not destined to profit by it. He had noticed the
other officer, a youyg lieutenant whose face seemed vaguely
familiar, logking at him closely; now, when this latter could gain
the attention of his superior, hLe drew him aside and whispered
to him.

T'he captain swung round to Ewen again, looking at him with
a gaze which the Highlander did not at all appreciate. “By the
way, you have not tolc us your name, sir?” he remarked. *“We
arc so much in your deot that we should be glad to learn it.”

Ewen helped him .1f to that of the good tenant of Cuiluaine.
He was. he announced, a MacColl, originally of Appin.

“Weli, Mr. MacColl,” said the captain, “obliged as we are
to you for your information, I don’t think we will trouble you
to accompany us to Loch Mudle.”

“Then I'll bid you good day,” responded Ewen, making as if
to go. But he had known instantly that the sybaltern’s whisper
meant he would not be allowed to walk *out of Mingary
Castle.

The officer took a step forward. “Not so fast, if you please.
I'll ask you to await our return here, Mr. MacColl.”

“In God’s name, why?" demanded Lwen, playing astonish-
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ment. But he was not really as{>nished; this was what cam‘f of
running into a hornet’s nest!

“That I shall be able to tell you when I return,” said the officer.
“For one thing, | think you have made a mistake in your name.
Sergeant, a guard!”

“My name! What is wrong with my name? You are not
proposing to keep me here illegally when [ have just saved your
colonel’s life for you!”

“Belicve me, I regret it, Mr. . . . Mr. MacColl,” returned the
captain suavely. “I doubt if there is much illegality about it;
but, since there is such great need of haste at the moment, we
cannot possibly discuss the matter now. Sergcant, have this
gentleman safely bestowed.”

“And how do you suppose that yeu are going to find your
injured officer without me?” asked Ewen sarcastically, as a
guard came trooping under the archway.

“Easily, if the details you have furnished are correct. And I
shall be the first to apologise to you, Mr. MacColl, for this
detention . . . if therc is causc for apology. Comé, Burton.”
He swung on his heel and hurried off.

Resistance were foolish. Grinding his teeth, Cwen went
whither he was taken, and three minutes later found himself in
a dusky place with oozing stonc walls and a floor of solid rock.
There was a barred window just out of his reach, a, worm-eaten
table, a rough bench and a broken pitcher—nothing else. As
Mingary Castle was of thirteenth-century construction, this spot
might well have been even more disagrecable, but Ewen in his
present temper would have found a boudoir intolcrable if he
could not leave it at will. He was furiously angry—angry even
with Mr. Oliphant. One might have known that this would
happen! lere he was, caged up again, and all for rendering, as
much against his will as a good action had ever bcen done in the
history of the world, a scrvice to a man whom he hated and had
sworn to kill! He sat down upon the bench and cursed aloud.

When he ccased it was to become conscious of fresh -letails of
his prison, notably the rustiness of the iron bars across the win-
dow, and to hear, faint but distinct, the sound of waves not very
far away. He might be here for weeks in this seagirt hole! ..
Or Guthrie, if he recovered sufficiently, might recognise what he
had done for him, and let him go out of gratitude.

That would be the most intolerable consequence of all—that
Guthrie should know he had played the Good Samaritan! Ewen
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julnped up. Out of this place te would be before Guthrie was
brBught into it! He felt capablk of tearing down the stones with
his nails, of wrenching the iron bars of the window out of their
sockets with his bare hands.

But . . . that was not necessary! In his pocket, surely, was
still the file which had won his and Hector's freedom from Fort
William. What great good fortune that no orders had been
given to search him! Without a moment’s delay he pushed the
crazy table under the window, and, mounted rather precariously
upon it, began to filc feverishly at the middle bar.

Ardroy had worked away for perhaps a hour. his hands red
with rust, hoping that no one would hear the noise of scraping,
when it came to him whgre he had scen the face of the subaltern
who had whispered about him to the captain. It was the
lieutenant who had brought up ilector the day that youth had
surrendered himself at Fort Wilham. ltle had without doubt
recognised the other ex-captive. There was more need of haste
than cvert his case was worse than he had supposed, and even if
Guthrie, distasteful as the notion was, should be smitten with
gratitude, he would hardly dare to let an already escaped
prisuuier go free.

By three o'clock the first bar was through. It was half-worn
away, or it would not have yiclded to the file in the time. The
sccond was eaten too, and wien in about three-quarters of an
hour that also parted, and could be wrenched aside, by
cautiously thrusting his head out L.wen was able to ascertain
where he was—only a matter of ten feet or so above the basaltic
rock on which the cast'e was built. At the base of this rock leapt
the waves, not an encouraging sight; but if, as he judged, it was
now high tide or t:crcabouts, he guessed that by half-tide the
rock, and indeed a goorl part of the little bay to the west of the
castle, would be clear of these invaders. He thought this prob-
able because to his left he could sce that a stone causeway, now
slapped by the waves, had been constructed for use when the
tide was low.

Ardroy drew his head in again and resumed his filing, debat-
ing, while he worked, where he should aint for when he got
out. He certainly must not immediately go back in the direction
whence he had come. Then should he make across the peninsula
to its northern shore, or shouid he strike out for its extreme end?

Suddenly he thought of the two Coll fishermen in Kilchoan
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bay. If they had not yet sailed }or their island he might ind?ce
them to take him in their boat back up Loch Sunart, and, evel: if
they were gone, he could perhaps find somcone else at Kilchoan
willing to do this for him. It would be a good plan to get clear
off the peninsula before he had the whole garrison of Mingary
searching for him. It might no doubt be better, far the purpose
of getting away unseen from the castle, to wait until nightfall,
but by then, who knew, the sawn bars might be discovered,
and he removed to another dungeon. Morcover, the detestable
Guthrie, living or dead, would have been brought in, and be
under the same roof with him. He must be gonc before either of
these things could happen.

And at length the last bar, a very thin one, gave. The daylight
was now beginning to fade a trifle, and the waves were no longer
washing against the rock below; as Ewen had anticipated, a con-
siderable segment of the little bay was free of water altogcther.
Once down on the shore he had only to cross this and climb the
low, grassy clifl at some convenient spot, and he would be well
away from Mingary, even, pcrhaps, out of sight of it. ‘It seemed,
indeed, a good dcal to hope that beforc he got as far as that he
should not have been seen and shot at, but he reflected that only
a very few of the garrison could possibly have observed his
entrance or know of his being made prispner, that a number,
including two officers at least, had gone off to Loch Mudle, and
that the rest would surcly not fire without rcason at an unknown
individual making his way, not too fast, along the shingle below
them.

It required, in the end, more muscular effort to pull himself
from the shaky table entirely up to the level of the little window
and to get himself through this, than to lower himself the other
side. At last, with a good dcal of strain and wriggling, he was
through, dropped on to the shelf of rock at the bottom of the
masonry, and crouched there a moment or two, holding his
breath, for men’s voices and laughter had all at once drifted
ominously to his ears. But he could not make out wk -nce they
came, and in any case must go on.

There was a place on the side of the shelf nearest to the sea
which was much wider, and which seemed to overhang the
shore; but this end of it Lwen naturally avoided, crecping along
in the opposite direction pressed as close as possible to the grey
stones of the keep. But soon he could do this no longer, for the
shelf had narrowed until it ceased altogether; on which, finding
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fojthold with some difficulty, },: clambered down the rock itself
to the beach.

But when the fugitive was there he instantly stood motionless,
for he saw, only too clearly, what the overhanging shelf had
hidden from him. Above him towered Mingary, with who knew
what observets on its battlements, but between him and the sea,
at no great distance, was worsc—a party of about a dozen
soldiers uproariously washing their feet in a pool left by the
tide. It was their voices which he had heard on the ledge.

One moment of sharp dismay and Ardroy turned. quick as a
fox, and began to tiptoe away over the shingle. It he could only
reach the low cliftf over there unobserved, he would soon be up
that. He did not think that he had been scen; his impression was
that the men mostly had, their backs turned in his direction, or
were absorbed in their <hilly ablutions. And their talk and
guffaws might cover the scrunch of the shingle under his feet.

But to get away from so many cyes without being scen by any
was too much to ask for. A minute later cries of “Halt, you there
—halt and tell your business!” reached him, and he knew that
measures were on foot to enforce the command. Ewen did not
look back; he took to his hecls, a pretty certain means, he knew,
of ensuring a bullet’s being sent after him. But he was too des-
perately set upon csgape to weigh that risk. Instant pursuit, of
course, there would be; Lie heard the cries with which it started,
and the sound of men scrambling to their feet over stones—-yet
not a single shot.

Two facts, indeed, were in the Highlander’s favour, though
he knew it not: no redcoat had committed so unheard-of a folly
as to burden himeell” vith his musket when off duty, and not a
single man of the party at the pool happened to be fully shod
when he took the alarm. Those with one boot paused to"pull
on th: other, those with none, less cautious or more zcalous,
began the chase as they were—and. over shingle and edges of
bare roack, did not get very far. Meanwhile, therefore, Ewen had
quite a respectable start. and made the very best of it. In a few
minutes he had rcached the slope, part grass, part rock, part
bare earth, and had hurled himself up it. For one instant he
thought that a patch of carth over which ht had to pull him-
self was going to give way and slide with his weight, but his
muscles carried him to a securer spot before this could happen.
And, once on the top, he found a stretch of rough but not pre-
cipitous going betwecen him and the hamlet of Kilchoan, which
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]
now seemed his best goal. To tufn the other way was to pass fhe
fortress again. !

A glance showed him that no one had yet topped the cliff.
He ran like a deer through heather stems and bog-myrtle, up
slopes and down them, and when his track was crossed by a
tangled hollow with a burn at the bottom he plunged gratefully
down, for it meant cover, and he could work along it unscen for
a little. When he was obliged to come up again on the other side
he saw with thankfulness the forms of only three pursuers run-
ning stumblingly towards the ravine which they had yet to
cross, and he took fresh breath and sped still faster over the
moorland.

Soon, as he went, Kilchoan bay with its string of white
cottages round the shore was fully visible, under the remains of
a smouldering sunset. He could sec only one sailing-boat at
anchor; was that the Macleans’, the Coll men’s? In another
three minutes he was near cnough to sce figures moving about
in her. Perhaps she was about to sail with the ebb. He came,
still running very fast, though the pace was distressing him,
through a little cluster of fishermen’s huts at the edge of the
strand. “Is that boat out yonder from Coll?” he shouted to an
old man at his door, and understood the ancient to pipe after
him as he passed that it was, and just upon sailing.

Ewen pulled up breathless. “I want a boat . . . take me to
her!” But he could see without being told that there was no
boat within easy reach. He threw a look behind him; two scarlet-
clad forms were doggedly pounding along towards thc cottages,
and would be on the shore in another couple of minutes. He
must do without a boat. Shouting and waving to the Coll men,
who seemed to have been attracted by what was going on, he
ran cut along a wet spit of rock and, pausing only to remove his
shoes, plunged into the water.

The sea was as calm as a summer’s day and colder than any-
thing he had ever imagined. The yellow-bladdered fingers of the
low-tide seaweed slid gropingly round him, but in a rr.oment he
was clear of them, and, gasping for breath, was striking out
furiously for the fishing-boat. . . . Then he was underneath
her counter, and the Macleans, with exclamations which showed
that they recognised him, were helping him over the side.
And as by now the two persistent soldicrs could be heard shout-
ing, with gesticulations, for a boat, there was no need for the
dripping fugitive to explain from whom he was escaping.
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“will you take me.with yo;?” he got out, panting. It was
folly now even to suggest their putting about and passing Min-
gary to go up Loch Sunart, as he had once thought of doing.

“Ay, will we,” said the elder Maclean. “Yc'll please give my
brother a hand with the sails, then.” He ran forward to the
anchor.

The pursucrs had not even got hold of a boat before the
little fishing vessel was moving up the top of the Sound of Mull
towards the opcen sca and the flat mass of the isle of Coll,
vaguely discernible about cight miles away; while Ewen, after
making fast the last halyard, had sunk drenched and exhausted
on a thwart.

An hour and a half latar he was sitting on a heap of nets in the
bows of the Ron, the Seal, clad in an odd assortment of garments.
His own were hanging up to dry. For a February night in these
latitudes the air was remarkably warm, as he had already
noticed, thinking, not of himself, but of the old man to whom he
had lent his arm for so many miles. But surely Mr. Oliphant had
gained some kind of shelter for the night . . . only Ewen prayed
that shelter were not Mingary Castle.

Though darkness would soon shroud the little boat from
Mingary, the Macleans weie not willing to put about because,
other considerations apart, they were carrying meal to their
families in Coll, where it was needed immediately; and Ewen had
to acquicsce in this reluctance, feeling, as he did, that they had
alrcady rendered him a much greater service than he could have
expected of them, in thus taking him off under the very eyes of
the redcoats.

The Ron rolled before the following wind, and the sail flapped;
the younger Maclean was singing under his breath some air of
the Ou ter Isles full of cadences at once monotonous and unex-
pected. A hidden moon was tingcing the heavy clouds over
Mull, and at last Ewen had time to think. But thought was
tumbled and broken, like those clouds. He had met his enemy,
after all these years,and . . . well, what had he done with him?
Saved him, or tried to, at another’s bidding, ang with a reluctance
which amounted to abhorrence. Small credit could he take to
himself for that deed!

The wind freshened, and seemed to be changing too; it ran
cool over Ewen’s damp hair. The Rdn was feeling the Atlantic
swell; blessed little boat, which had cheated his pursuers! And
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where was now his heat of bafﬂeh revenge—a mere cinder in his
breast. Certainly it burnt with flame no longer; quenched, per-
haps, as the half-fantastic thought whispered, by the cold waves
of Kilchoan bay. And was he glad of it, or did he miss the pur-
pose which had lain buried in his heart so long, the purpose
which he had avowed to Archibald Camcron thfit evening at
Ardroy, but which he could never again take out and finger over,
like a treasure? Ewen did not know. Half to console himself for
its loss, he reminded himself that he too had had a score, and a
heavy one, against that wretched man moaning his life away
above the wintry loch, and that he could pever have been quite
certain that his vengeance was entirely on his dead friend’s
account. He could not have paid Keith Windham’s score with-
out paying his own as well.

Time passed; Ardroy lay still w1thout moving, half-propped
against the gunwale, his head on his arm, seeing more clearly,
with every wave that heaved, dimly frothing, past the boat’s
nose, from what Mr. Oliphant had saved him; beginning indeed
to have shuddering glimpses of a deep and very dark place in him-
self full of horrible things. Well did the Gaclic name the Enemy
‘the One from the Abyss’! . . . But that very deliverance had
parted him from the old man, it might be for ever, and he could
not say to him now what he longed to say. Perhaps he would
never be able to.

“Will you sleep, sir?”’ came a voice in his ear. One of the
Macleans was bending over him. “We'll not make Coll till morn-
ing now; the wind’s gone round, and we must take a long tack
to the northward. 1 have brought a sail to cover you.’

Ewen looked up. The moon was gone, the clouds too; the sky
was velvet dark, and sown with myriad points of light. “Thank
you, Maclean; yes, I'll sleep awhile.”

And to himself he said, as he stretched himself on the brine-
scented nets, “Thank God—and a saint of His—that I can!”
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/!ftcr Sunset

I

“My dear Ewen,” said old Invernacree, and he reached across and
replenished his nephew’s glass, “my dear Lwen, have you not
had your fill of wandering, that you cannot bide with us a few
days?”

%SUL Lwen shook his head. “I would that T could, for I have,
indeed, had my fill of wandering—ncar three months of it. But
I must push on to Ldinburgh to-morrow, to consult an advocate,
as I rold you, sir.”

Mid-March had come and passed ere he finally sat at his uncle’s
board, not sorry to see silver and napery again, and to look for-
ward to a comfortgble bed. There had been difficulties and
delays innumerable over leaving the island of Coll—the want of
a boat. stormy weather. Indced, Ardroy had only crossed Loch
Tinnhe that morning carly. before it was clear of the mountain
mists glad beyond mecasure to see ‘green Appin’ agamn at last,
and the old white house, his mother’s early home, standing high
among its ancient oal ; with his own kin in it. And now, supper
being over, he was alone with his uncle, the ladics having with-
drawn—-the middic-aged daughter, by his first wife, who"Rept
house for the twice-widowed Alexander Stewart of Invernacree,
and the pretty girl who was Ian's own sister. lan himself, to
Ewen’s regret, was from home.

The candlelight fell on Ewen’s auburn head and air of content
and shabby clothes—no others in the house would fit him—and
on Invernacree’s silver hair and deeply furrowed face. To Ewen
it had secmed almost more strange, these last few years, to see
his uncle, so essentially a Highlander and a Jacobite of the old
breed, in Lowland garb and without a scrap of tartan, than to
see himself thus clad. Looking thoughtfully at him now, he saw
how greatly the death of his elder son at Culloden Moor had
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aged him. But at the moment thdre was cqntent on the old ma’s
face also, though tempered by his nephew’s refusal to contefn-
plate a longer stay.

“Yes, I fear I must lose no more time,” resumed Ewen. “I had
thought to be in Edinburgh, as you know, soon after Christmas,
and now it is close upon Lady Day.” .

“Ay,” said Invernacree. “Ay, I doubted from what he told
me at the time that lan somechow mismanaged that affair at the
Narrows—either he or that young Frenchified brother-in-law of
yours whom he brought here in your stead.”

“No, sir, I assure you that he did not!” protested his ncphew
warmly. “Neither lan nor Hector was a whit to blame for what
happened. If there was a blunder it was mine. I owe Ian more
than I can easily repay, and if Hectar had had his wish, we
should have broken out of Fort William long before we did.”

“But it was young Grant, nevertheless, who brought trouble
upon you in the first instance; he told me so himself.”

Ewen could not repress a smile. “Hector is indiscreet,” he said,
thinking of someone else who had remarked that of him. “Yet
I suppose he told you the whole story, so that you have not truly
been without news of me for centurics, as my cousins have just
been complaining.”

“Why, we have had much more recent news of you than
Hector Grant’s,” exclaimed his uncle. “They must have been
teasing you, the jades, for they cannot have forgotten who
brought it. Can you guess who it was, Ewen?”

“I think so. Mr. Oliphant did make his way here, then, sir?”
Ewen’s face had lit up.

“He did,” said the old man with an air of satisfaction. “We
had the privilege of his presence under this roof for a se’nnight,
and ne left unmolested at the end of it for Ballachulish. It was
from him that we learnt of the truly Christian deed of charity to
an encmy which was the cause of your separation from him.
But he fearcd—-and justly, it seems—that you might have be-
come a prisoner in Mingary Castle on account of it.”

Ewen had coloured vividly and turned his head away. “I
escaped the same day from Mingary,” he said hurriedly. And
then, after a second or two, “Mr. Oliphant should have told you
how unwillingly I was brought to that act—how, had it not been
for his persuasion, I should not have done it at all.”

“Then, my dear Ewen, I honour you the more for having done
it,”” was his uncle’s reply. “But Mr. Oliphant said not a word of
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that. A saintly man; t111ere are many here in Appin will long re-
member with thankfulness his stay among us, which, under God,
we owe to you. He left a letter for you, which | was near for-
getting; my memory, Ewen, grows old too. If you will come into
my room I will give it to you now.” He rose, helping himself up
by the table. ¢“Fill your glass, ncphew!”

Ewen rose and lifted it. “The King!"” said Alexander Stewart,
and they drank. In that house there was no need to pass their
glasses over water-jug or finger-bowl, since, King George of
England existing to all who ever broke bread there merely as
the Clector of Hanover, there was no other King than James the
Third and Eighth to avoid pledging by that consecrated subter-
fuge.

A tall, upright old man, though moving stifilv, Invernacree
opened the door of his own study for his nephew. “Sit there,
Ewen, under your mother’s picture. It is good to sce you there;
and I like to remember,” he added, looking him up and down,
“that Stewart blood went to the making of that braw body of
yours. I sometimes think that you are the finest piece of man-
hood ever I sct cyes on.”

“My dear uncle,” murmured the subject of this enconium,
considerably embarrassed.

“You must forgivg an old man who has lost a son not unlike
you—No matter; sit down, Eoghain mhéir, while 1 fetch you
good Mr. Oliphant’s letter. He, I assure you, could not say
enough of you and what you had done for him.”

“I cannot say enough of what he did for me,” murmured Ewen
as he took the letter and put it in his pocket. “And in truth I
went with him into Ardnamurchan half in hopes of meeting
Doctor Cameron there, in which I was disappointed. Do vou
know aught of the Doctor's rccent movements, \Jcle
Alexander?”

“Nothing whatever. He did not come into Appin, and I have
no notion where he may be now. Ian, though he alleged some
other motive, has gone, | believe, to try to learn some news; the
boy is made very resticss by the rumours which go about. But
rumours will not help us. I doubt our sun went down upon
Culloden Moor, Ewen.” '

“A man might have thought,” objected his nephew, “that the
sun of the Stuart cause went down at Worcester fight; yet nine
years afterwards Charles Stuart was riding triumphantly into
London. ’'Tis not yet nine years since Culloden.”
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Old Alexander Stewart shook 'his head, “The Lord’s hand’is
heavy on his people. I never read, in the two first psalms for the
sixteenth morning of the month, of the heathen coming into the
Lord’s inheritance, and the wild boar out of the wood rooting up
the Lord’s vine, and much more, only too appropriate, without
thinking of that sixteenth of April seven years ago—and with
good reason. You know,” he went on, looking into the fire, “that
when Alan’s body was found, therc was a little psalter in his
pocket, and it was doubled open at the 79th psalm, as if he had
been rcading it while he waited therc on the moor in the wind
and the slcet. Therc was his blood across the page.”

“No, you ncver told me that, Uncle Alexander,” said Ewen
gently.

“Ay, it was so; they brought the book to me afterwards. I put
it away for a long time, though it was the last thing I had of his,
but now 1 have the custom of reading the daily psalms out of it
. . . toshow that I gave him willingly to his God and his Prince
—No, I am never likely to forget the Culloden psalms.”

He was silent, sitting perfectly still, so that the lecaping flames
might have been casting their flicker on the chin and brow of a
statue. His nephew looked at him with a great pity and affection.

“l have sometimes wondered,” began Invernacree again,
“whether the Almighty does not wish us tg lcarn that His Will
is changed, and that for our many unfaithfulnesses I{e does not
purpose at this time o restore the kingdom unto Israel.”

With the older school of Jacobites religious and political
principles were so much one that it was perfectly natural to
them to spcak of one hope in terms of the other, and his language
held no incongruity for Ewen. In moments of depression he had
himself harboured the same doubt and had given voice to it, as
that cvening with Archibald Cameron—but he was too young
and vigorous to have it as an abiding thought, and he tried to
comfort the old man now, pointing out that a new door had
opened, from what Doctor Camcron had told him; that if France
would not and could not help therc were others willi .g to do
50.
“Yes,” admitted his uncle, “it may be that all this long delay
is but to try our falth. But I can recall Killiccrankie, the victory
that brought no gain; I fought at Sheriffmuir nearly forty years
ago, and I remember the failure at Glenshiel the year you
were born—the failure which drove your father into exile. If
this spring do not bring the assistance which I hear vaguely
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spoken of on all sidesysince Doctor Cameron’s arrival, then our
st has truly set; we shall never see the White Rose bloom again.
The hope of it is perhaps no more than the rainbow which spans
the loch here so constantly between storms, or those streamers
which you see in the northern sky at night—we have been
seeing them ‘of late, very bright. But they mean nothing .
if it be not ill weather next day. They come too late—after
sunset.”

“But before dawn!"’ suggested Ewen.

“If you like, my dear boy, if you like, yes. You are young, and
may yet sce a dawn. Get you to bed now, and do not let an old
man'’s faithlessness make you despond. . . . Goud-night, and
God bless you!”

1)

Up in the room which had been his mother's as a girl, and
which he always occupied when he visited Invernacree, Ewen
broke the seal of Mr. Oliphant’s leiter.

"My dcar son,” wrote the old man, “I think you will guess
how often I have thought of you and blessed you and prayed for
you, even as David prayed, ‘Deliver my darling from the power
of the dog.’ And I am sure that you were delivered, if not with-
out scathe; and I hope, my dear son, that you had not to pay by
an unjust captivity for your good deed, which was good even
though it were donc in the sprit of the man who said ‘I go not,’
and went. For you will remember that, for all his first refusing,
it was he who was justified, and not the other.

“The unfortunate olficer, your enemy, was still alive when
the soldiers rcached the place. [ had written upon a piece of
paper, which I then piaced in his pocket, these words: ‘If you
recover, you owe it to 9 man whom you greatly injured.” | w=ald
not mention your name lest it brought harm upon you, and [
thought. too, that you would not have wished it. But I wrote
what | did for the man’s own sake; it was right that he should
know it—if indeed he would ever know anything again in this
world. I had concealed myself, as I promised you, and I was not
searched for. Moreover, 1 found help and shelter upon my road
to Salen; yet I greatly missed my son’s strongsarm and his heart-
ening company. But [ reflected that, even ay he had been sent
to me in my necessity, so he had becn sent elsewhere in another’s.

“Yet I have the hope, angelos, that before long you will reach
this house of your good uncle’s, which has been so kind a haven
to me, and where it has been my delight to spcak of you.
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“The Lord bless and keep yoﬁ, and lead you back safely to
your own!”’

Ewen put the letter carefully away in his breast, and going to
the window stood looking out into the clear March night. The
five-mile width of Loch Linnhe, shining faintly, lay before him;
dark mountains lifted themselves on the farther side whence he
had come, Shuna's island bulk lay to the right, and the castle on
the islet down below stood warden over the inlet of Laich. Away
to the left a warm yellow moon was entangled in trees. But it
was not under her rays that the water shone. Over the mountains
facing him, though it was after ten at night, the sky was
irradiated with a soft, white glow. As Ewen stood there it grew
in intensity and widenced; a faint, perfectly straight shaft of the
same uncarthly light shot up into the sky, then another. But
Ardroy was thinking of other things: of the old priest’s letter;
of how his presentiment about meeting one who had to do with
Keith Windham had been fulfilled; and of how strangely—it
was not a new thought now—he had resembled his own small
son in his desire that vengeance should be meted out to the evil-
doer who had wrought him such an injury. ‘He was wicked—it
was right that he should be punished!” had been Donald’s cry
of justification on that Scptember evening. The idea still had
power to raise in Ewen some of the rueful dismay ,which had
swept over him when it had first presented itself, onc morning
when he was pacing the sandy shores of Coll, half-deafened by
the green Atlantic surges, and praying for the wind to change.
. . . But all reflections werc merged now into an impatience to
begin to-morrow’s journey to Edinburgh, the next milestonc on
the_rnad which was to bring him back to his wife and home. He
turned away from the window, and began to make ready for bed.

Yet when, after blowing out his candle, he went for a last look
over the loch, he gave a smothered exclamation. The moon was
gone, vanquished, and the whole of the sky from north-west to
north-east was pulsing with light, with great eddying 11vers and
pools of that magic radiance. The miraculous glow was no
longer a backgrourd to the dark mountains of Morven, nor did
it now send forth those straight pencils of light; it streamed and
billowed, as it scemed for miles, right over the house-top; and it
was never still for an instant. It shimmered across the sky like
ethereal banners, for ever changing their shape; like the swirling
draperies of a throng of dancers—as the Gaelic indeed names the
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Northern Lights; like yeflections flickering through the curtain of
sface from some mig'hty effulgence behind it. Ewen had often
scen the Aurora Borealis, but he could not remember ever having
secn it so fine at this time of year. For a while he lay and watched
from his bed what he could see of those bright and soundless
evolutions; they werc a commentary on his uncle’s words this
evening; but he was too tired, and the bed, after three months
of hard and varied lying, too scductive, for him to stay awake
and ponder the matter.

When he woke some hours later and turned over, the night
was quite dark; all the wonderful white dance of flame in the
heavens was gone as if it had never been.

2

Next day Ewen set out from Invernacree on his journey to
Edinburgh, a gillic of his uncle’s carrying his modest valisc—not
his, in truth, but one of lan’s. He mcant to go on foot through
Benderloch to the ferry on the curve of Loch Ltive at Bonawe,
and there, in the little inn on the farther side, hoped to hirc a
horse. If he failed in this he would have to trudge on for another
twelve or thirteen miles to the nexc hostelry at Dalmally, beyond
the Pass of Brander and Loch Awe.

The proud mass of Ben Cruvachan, monarch of all the heights
around, with a wreath of cloud veiling the snow upon his sum-
mit, frowned at the Camecron as he came along the northern
shore of beautiful Etive towards the heart of Lorne. Ewen dis-
missed the gillic, took his valise and was rowed across the wind-
rippled blue water.

“Is it true that *he innkeeper here has horses for hirel’ he
asked, as he paid the ferryman on the farther side.

“Ay. he has, though but the one now. The beast will not be
hired out the day, however, for | saw him no later than noon.”

The tiny inn under the three wind-bent pines looked as if it
could scarcely provide a decent meal, still less a horse, yet, some-
what to Ewen'’s surprise, there was a very well-appointed chaise
standing outside it. But there seemed someghing wrong with
this equipage, for one of the horscs was out of the shafts, and
the middle-aged postilion was talking earnestly to an elegantly
dressed young man, presumably the traveller. Various ragged
underlings of the hostelry, possessing no knowledge of English,
vociferated round them.
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Ewen called one of these, told him he yanted a saddle-horse,
and entered the inn to pay for its hire. He had some difficulty$n
finding the innkeeper, and the man had finally to be summoned.

“You have a saddle-horse for hire, I believe,” said Ardroy.
“For how many stages are you willing to let it out?”

The Highlander secemed embarrassed. “I fear thdt I cannot iet
you have it at all, sir. [ have but the one horse for hire, and the
young gentleman out there, who is returning from Dunstaffnage
Castle of LEdinburgh, requires, it for his chaise, for one of his
own horses has suddenly gone lame.”

With instant resentment Ewen thought, ‘I'rom Dunstaftnage?
A Campbell, of course, who thinks all belongs to him in Lorne!
I would like to show him that he is wrong. . . . But I need the
horse, to carry me,” he said aloud, with an unwonted haughti-
ness, “‘and this sprig of Clan Diarmaid must make shift with his
remaining horse, and go the slower.”

“He is not a Campbell, sir,” returned the innkeeper quickly.
“It is a Sassenach, a young LEnglish lord returning from a visit to
Dunstaftnage.” '

Ewen was slightly mollified. Even an Englishman was prefer-
able, on the whole. to a Campbell. “Perhaps,” he suggested, “if
he is told that this horse of yours is the only means of my getting
on my way he wili have the grace to relinquish it.”

Like the innkeeper he had used the Gaclic. The sgntence was
scarccly finished when a voice behind him made him start, he
did not know why. “It scems that there is now some difficulty
about this horse of yours,” it said, addressing the landlord with
some impatience, “but I am unable to understand what your
people say. Why cannot 1 hire the horse, since it is for
hive ?”

Ewen had turncd, and saw a very handsome youth clad in
what he, somewhat cut off of late from such vanities, guessed to
be the latest mode. “I am myself the difficulty, I fear, sir,” he
said civilly. “I had hoped to hire the horse to ride as far, at least,
as Dalmally.”

“The horse iss for the saddle,” explained the innkeeper io the
young Englishmayp. ‘“Though, inteet. he iss going fery well in
harness too.” He looked from one client to the other in evident
perplexity.

“In that case it would seem that I must vide postilion,”
observed Ardroy with a recrudescence of annoyance.

The young traveller—English nobleman, if the innkeeper
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were correct—came forward to the elder. He was not only ex-
trémely good-looking, but had a dclightfully frank and boyish
expression; and, indeed, he was not very much more than a boy.
“Sir, could we not come to some arrangement, if we take the
same road, and if I have unwittingly disappointed you of a
horse? Therd is plenty of room in my chaise if you would do me
the honour of driving in it.”

The offer was made so spontancously, and speed was so
desirable, that Lwen was tempted by it.

“You are too kind, sir,” he said, hesitating. “I should be in-
commoding you.”

“Not in the least, I assure you,” declared the agreeable young
traveller. “Therc is ample room, for I left my man behind in
Edinburgh, and it would be a pleasure to have a companion. My
name is Aveling—Viscount Aveling.”

“And mine is Cameron,” replied Ewen; but he did not add ‘of
Ardroy’. It flashed through his mind as ironical that a young
English Whig—for Lord Aveling must be of Whig sympathics, or
he would ‘not have been visiting Campbell of Dunstaffnage—
should propose to take the road with a man who not threc
months ago had escaped from Government hands at lort
William.

“Then you will give me the honour of your company, sir?”
asked the ypung man cagerly. “Otherwise | shall feel bound to
surrender the horse to you, ancd I will not disguise that I am
anxious to reach Edinburgh with as little delay as possible.” He
said this with something of a joyous air. as though some good
fortune awaited him at his journcy’s end. “I hope to lic to-night
at Dalmally,” he went on, “and I think that even on horscback
you would hardly go bey.:nd that, for the next stageis, | amgrd,
a long one.”

“No, that is quite truc,” admitted Ewen, “and so, my lord, |
will with gratitude take advantage of your very obliging pro-
posal. And if we are to be fellow travellers, may I not propose in
my turn that before taking the road in company you should join
me in a bottle of claret?”

As they went together to the little eatingvoom he reflected
that the boy was exceptionally trusting. ‘He knows nothing of
me—no more than [ know of him, if it comes to that.”” Then
for a moment he wondered whether he were acting unfairly by
this friendly youthin taking advantage of his ofter, but to explain
his own position, and perhaps thereby deprive himself of
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the means of proceeding quickly, was jo be overscrupulous.

So they sat down to some indifferent Claret, and over it tkis
suddenly blossoming acquaintance ripened as quickly to a very
unlooked-for harvest. Lord Aveling seemed to Ardroy a really
charming and attractive young man, unspoilt, so far as he could
judge, by the fashionable world of routs and coffee-houses in
which he probably moved—for it transpired after a while that
he was the only son of the Earl of Stowe, whose name was known
even in the Highlands. It appeared, also, that he was really
visiting Edinburgh, and had only gone to Dunstaffnage on a short
stay, from which he was now returning. Ile had never been in
Scotland before, he said, and, but for a very particular circum-
stance, would not have come now, because the country, and
especially the Highlands, held a most pginful association for him,
he having lost a brother there in the late rebellion.

Ewen said that he was sorry to hear it. “He was a soldier, I
presume?”’

The young man nodded. His bright face had saddcned, and,
looking down, he said as though to himself, “I am asifamed now
that I did not attempt the pilgrimage when I was at Dunstaffnage
—1I suppose, sir,” he went on rather hesitatingly, “that you do
not chance to know a wild spot on the coast, farther north,
called Morar?” .

Ewen put down his winc-glass very suddenly, the colour
lcaving his face. He tried to speak and could not. But his com-
panion went on without waiting for an answer, “It was there
that my brother met his death, Mr. Cameron. And he was not
killed in fair fight, he was murdered. That is why [ do not like
the Highlands . . . yct I wish time had permitted of my going
t~Morar.”

A moment Ewen stared as though the handsome speaker were
himself a ghost. Kcith Windham’s brother—could it be true?
The tiny inn-parlour was gone, and he was kneeling again in the
moonlight on that bloodstained sand. He did not know that he
had put his hand over his cyes.

And then the voice that was—he knew it now—so like ieith’s,
was asking him Rreathlessly, fiercely, “Where did ; ou get that
ring—my God, where did you get it?”

Ewen dropped his hand and looked up almost dazedly at the
young Englishman, who was on his feet, leaning over the table,
with a face as white as his own, and cyes suddenly grown hard
and accusing.
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“He gave it to me . . . it was in my arms that he died at
Mérar . . . the victith of a terrible mistake.”

“A mistake, you say? Hec was Kkilled, then. in the place of
another?”

“No, no—not that kind of mistake. My unfortunate foster-
brother o

“Your foster-brother was the murderer! And by whose
orders? Yours?”

Cwen gave a strangled cry, and leapt to his own feet, and
faced this stern, almost unrccognisable young acccuser.

“God forgive you for the suggestion! I wished that day that
Lachlan’s dirk had been in my own breast! Major Windham
was my triend, Lord Aveling, my saviour . . . and yct he came
to his death through mes—And you arc his brother! Ifelt . . .
yes, that was it—you have his voice.”

“I am his brother of the half-blood,” said the young Viscount,
standing very still and looking hard at him. “My mother was his
mother too. . . . And so you wear his ring. Butif you have not
his blood ‘upon your hands. what do you mecan by saying that
he came to his death through you?”

Ewen caught his breath. *“His blood on my hands! If itis on
anyonc’s—besides poor deluded Lachlan’s—it is on those of
another British officer who—" he stopped suddenly and then
went on, “s—who is probably gone to his account by this time.”

“And you are prepared to swear ”

“Great God, should I have worn his ring all these years if what
you think were true? He drew it off his finger—'twas the last
thing he did-—and put it into my hand. 1 will swear it—" he
glanced down in scarch of the dirk which he might not wear,
and made a little gestu:c ol desperation. “I cannot; 1 haye 3o
weapon.”

“Let that pass; | will take your word,” said the young English-
man, spcaking with difficulty. I can sce that what you say is
true, and | ask your pardon for my suspicions.” No one, indeed,
could well have doubted that it was grief, not guilt, which had
made the face of this Highland gentleman so drawn. *“But,”
added Lord Aveling after a moment, “I showd be greatly your
debtor if you could bring yourself to tell me a little more. All we
heard was that while on patrol-duty on the western coast in the
August of '46 my unfortunate brother was murdered by a High-
lander, either a Cameron or a *MacDonald, and was buried where
he died. It was impossible, in the then unsettled state of the
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country, to have his body exhumed and brought to England. And
now, I suppose, if this place be as wild as e have heard, his vory
grave is forgotten?”

“No, it is not forgotten,” answered Ewen, in a much quieter
voice. “I have been there twice—I was there last year. There
is a stone I had put. . . . He did not love the H{ghlands over-
much, yet "tis a peaceful and a beautiful spot, Lord Aveling, and
though the wind blows sometimes the sand is very white there,
and when the moon is full . . .” He broke off, and stood with
his deep-set blue eycs steady and fixed, the young man staring at
him a trifle awed, since he had heard of the second sight, and the
speaker was a Highlander.

But Ardroy was sceing the past, not the future, and after a
moment sat down again at the table and covered his face with
his hands. His half-drained glass rolled over, and the claret stain
widened on the coarse cloth. Keith Windham’s brother stood
looking down at him until, an instant or two later, there came a
knock at the door, when he went to it, and dismissed the in-
truder, the postilion anxious for his lordship to start. -

When he came back Ardroy had removed his hands and re-
gained control of himself.

“Since we have met so strangely, you would perhaps desire
me to tell you the whole story, my lord?”,

And sitting there, sometimes gazing with a strange expression
at the stain on the cloth, sometimes looking as if he saw nothing,
Ewen told it to the young man in detail.



CHAPTER XIII

The Reluctant Villain

1

Lorp AVELING’s eclderly postilion may well have wondered
when, at last, the two geatlemen came out to take their places
in the chaise, why they both looked so grave and pale; yet, since
he had been fidgeting over the delay, to sce them come at all
was welcome. te whipped up the horses, and soon the travellers,
not much regarding it, had had their last glimpse of lovely Etive,
had crossed the tumbling Awe, and began to enter the Pass of
Brander. Closc above them were the mighty flanks of Cruachan;
on the right the still, black water, bewitched into strange im-
mobility beforc it rushed into Loch Etive, but streaked with long
threads of white as they approached its birthplace in Loch Awe.

The emotjons of the inn had left both Ewen and Lord Aveling
rather silent, but at last the younger man said, indicating the
view from his window :

“As you say, Mr. Cameron, my poor brother did not likc the
Highlands. [, too, find them, with exceptions, uncongenial. This
gloomy defile, for instance, and the great moumain beneath
which we arc travelling, are to mc oppressive.'

“Others, and ng,hlandcrs to boot, have found Ben C ruachan
oppressive, my lord,” returned Ewen with mcaning. “For were
you not told at Dunstaffnage that the name of this fine mountain
above us has been adopted by the Campbells as their war-cry ?”

Lord Aveling looked at him. ““Your clan is no friend to the
Campbells, [ think.” .

Ewen smiled a trifle bitterly. He wondesed whether Lord
Aveling had heard that enmity in his voice, or had learnt of it
otherwise.

“Forgive me if I seem impertinent in asking of your affairs,
Mr. Cameron,” went on the young man, “and belicve me that
they are of interest to me because of your connection with my
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poor brother. I understand from what you have told me that
you left the country after the battle of Culloden; did you find the
Highlands much changed upon your return?”

He was obviously inspired only with a friendly interest, and
Ardroy, though never very prone to talk about his own concerns,
found himself, to his surprise, engaged upon it alrffost naturally
with this unknown young Englishman, his junior, he guessed, by
ten ycars or so. Yct how could he help it? the boy had Keith
Windham’s voice.

“And so it has been possible for you to settle down quictly,”
commented Lord Aveling. “I am very pleased to hear it. Notall
of your name have been so wise—but then your clan is fairly
numecrous, is it not? For instance, that Doctor Cameron who is
such a thorn in the side of the Government . . . ah, you know
him, pcrhaps?” I'or Ewen had not been able to suppress a slight
movement.

“Doctor Cameron? I ... I met him in the Rising,” he
answered carelessly. Better not to say how intimate was that
knowledge, or the young man would probably shut ‘up like an
oyster, and he was nect averse from hearing his views on Archic.

“It secems,” went on the youth. “that he is one of the Pre—the
Prince’s chicf agents. However, he has evidently come to the
end of his tether in that capacity —or so | heard from . . . from
Edinburgh this morning.”

“Indeed?” remarked Ewen a little uneasily.

“Yes; I was told that the Lord Justice-Clerk had just received
information as to his whereabouts, and. having communicated
it to General Churchill, had issued a warrant, which the General
immecdiately sent to the commander of the military post at
Ipver-—Inversnaid, I think the name was. Probably, therefore,
Doctor Camcron is captured by now.”

“Inversnaid,” repeated Ewen, after a second or two in which
his hand had furtively tightened itself on his knee; “Inversnaid—
that’s on the upper end of Loch Lomond. There is a barracks
near it.”

“On Loch Lomond, you say, sir? I fcar my knowledge of
the geography of Srotland is but small, yet I remembci that Inver-
snaid, or something very much like it, was the name. . . . The
prospect of this long lake upon our right—Loch Awe, is it not ?—
is very fine, Mr. Camcron!”

“Yes, very finc indeed,” agreed his companion perfunctorily.
“But—excuse me, Lord Aveling—did your correspondent say
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I mean, was Doctor Cameron reported to be near Loch
Ldtond?” A growing dismay was fettering his tongue, while
his brain, on the contrary, had started to go round like a wheel,
revolving possibilities. Could Archie really be in that ncighbour-
hood?

“Loch Lomond was not mentioned in my letter,” replied the
young man. “He was said to be in Glen Something-or-other, of
which I don’t recall the name. You have so many glens in your
country,” he added with an apologetic smile.

What glen could it be? Those running up respectively from
Loch Lomond or Loch Katrine? But Archic would never ‘skulk’
so near Inversnaid as that. If that warrant had really been des-
patched from Edinburgh (for the whole thing might only be a
rumour) then all one could hope for was that the information on
which it had been issued was incorrect. Liwen stole a glance at
his fellow-traveller.

“I'll hasard, my lord,” said he, trying to spe ak carclessly, “that
the place was either Glenfalloch or Glengyle.”

Lord Aveling turned his head from contemplating the twilight
beauties of Loch Awe; he looked laintly surprised. “No, it was
ncither of those, I am sure,” he replied; and Ewen felt that he
was upon the point of adding, “Why, may 1 ask, arc you so
anxious to know?” 3ut he did not.

“If I coulgd but get a sight of that letter!” thought Ewen. “If
he only received it this morning it is probably still in his pocket,
not in his baggage. 1 wish he would bring it forth!" Ycs, the
letter was probably there, concealed from his longing eyces only
by onc or two thicknesses of cloth. How could he induce Lord
Aveling, who so little suessed of what vital interest the name
was to him, to rcad through his letter again? It would never da
to avow that intercst openly, because the young Fnglishman
would then certainly refuse, by gratifying his curiosity, to lend
himself to the conveyance of a warning to one whom he must
regard as a dangerous enemy of the Government. For to warn
Archie was now beginning to be Ewen’s one desire . . . if he
could only learn where to find him.

But then he thought despairingly, “Even ifo] knew that, and
could set off this moment, how could I possibly get there in
time?” For if, as Lord Aveling had seemed to imply, the warrant
had already left Edinburgh for Inversnaid by the time his letter
was despatched to Dunstaffnage, then, by this morning, when
he received it there, so much farther from the capital than was
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Inversnaid, all was over. . . . Unless, indeed, by God’s mercy,
this unnamed glen had been searched and¥found empty, as it Was
rumoured had happened to not a few places in the last six
months.

“You have no doubt destroyed your letter, my lord?” he sug-
gested desperately after a while—desperately ahd, as he felt,
clumsily.

He saw the colour leap into the young man’s cheek—and no
wonder! The question was a most unwarrantable impertinence.
He would reply “And what affair is that of yours?” and there
would be nothing to do save to beg his pardon.

But no; the youth said—and he actually smiled, “No, Mr.
Cameron, I have not done that. Indeed, I fancy "twill be long
before that lctter is torn up.” He turned his head away quickly,
and once more looked out of the chaise window, but Ewen had
the impression that the smile was still upon his lips. He was
somewhat puzzled; it could hardly be that the news of Doctor
Cameron’s possible arrest was so agreeable to the young traveller
that he meant always to preserve the letter which anhounced it.
There must be some other reason; perhaps the missive contained
some privatc news which had pleased him. At any rate, it still
existed, and, as it was in his possession, why would he not con-
sultit? Wasit, after all, packed away in kis valise?

“I wonder what glen it could have been,” hazarded Ardroy
with a reflective air. “I thought I knew all the glens in that
neighbourhood” (which was [alse, for he had never been there).

Lord Aveling’s left hand—the nearest to his companion—made
a quick undecided movement to his breast, and Ewen held his
breath. He was going at last to bring out the letter and look!
But no ... for some unimaginable reason he was not! The hand
fell again, its owner murmuring something about not remember-
ing the name, and immediately beginning, rather pointedly, to
talk about something else.

It was useless to go on harping on the matter, even though the
letter was indubitably in the young man's pocket. Pe:haps, in
any case, he himself was allowing 1ts contents to assume quite
undue proportions in his mind. There had been so many of these
false alarms and unfruitful attempts to seize Archie—that much,
at least, he had learnt at Invernacree—and a mere visitor to Edin-
burgh, an English traveller new to Scotland, was not the person
most likely to possess the really accurate knowledge which alone
could cause alarm. It was some rumour of the despatch of a
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warrant which Lord Avelin’s correspondent had passed on to
hine, some gossip which was circulating in Edinburgh, nothing
more.

2

So, by the time they came with lighted lamps to Dalmally,
and the little inn in the strath where they were to spend the
night, Ewen, by way of revulsion, was almost ready to laugh at
himself and his fears. Even if the news about the issue of the
warrant were true, the information which had caused it was
palpably false. As if Archie would lie hid, as Lord Aveling's
correspondent reported, within reach of Inversnaid barracks!
Again, if it had been true, ghen, having regard to the time which
had elapsed, and the extraordinary swiftness with which news
was wont to travel from mouth to mouth 1n the Highlands, the
news of Doctor Cameron’s capture in Perthshire would certainly
be known here at Dalmally, almost on the borders. And a few
careful questions put to the innkeeper soon after their arrival,
out of Lord Aveling’s hearing, showed Ardroy that 1t was not.
He sat down to supper with that young man in a somewhat
happier frame of mind.

The most estcemed.bedroom of the inn had been put at the
disposal of the guests. There happened to be two beds in it, and
for persons of the same sex travelling togethcr—or even not
travelling—to share a room was so usual that the landlord did
not even apologise for the necessity; he was only overheard to
congratulate himself that he could offer the superior amenities of
his best bedchamber to these two gentlemen.

But the gentlemen in question did not congratulatc themselves,
when they saw it.

“Did you say that you once shared a room with my poor
brother?” enquired Lord Aveling when their mails had been
brought in and they were alone together in that uninviting apart-
ment.

“Hardly a room,” answered Ewen. “It was but a little hut,
where one slept upon bracken.”

“I believe that I should prefer bracken to this bed,” observed
his lordship, looking with distaste at the dingy sheets which he
had uncovered. “I shall not venture myself completely into it.
Yet, by Gad, I'm sleepy enough.” He yawned. “I wager I shall
sleep as well, perhaps better, than I have done of late at Dunstaff-
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nage Castle, where one heard the sea-wind blowing so strong of
nights.”

g“Yes, and I dare venture you found Edinburgh none too quiet
neither,” observed Ewen idly, surveying his equally dubious
sheets, and resolving to follow his companion’s example.

“Oh down at General Churchill's quarters ‘twas peaceful
enough,” rcturned Lord Aveling, stifling another yawn, “for the
Abbey stands—but there,” he added, beginning to take off his
coat, “you must know better than [ what is the situation of
Holyrood House.”

Ewen’s pulse quickened. “So it was Gencral Churchill whom
you were visiting in Ldinburgh, my lord?”

“Yes,” replied thce young man. “I thought I had already
mentioned it.” And then he began to redden; even in the meagre
candle-light the colour could be secn mounting hotly to his face.
“He is an old acquaintance of my father’s.”

Ewen remained motionless, one arm out of his coat; but he
was not speculating as to why the young nobleman had so curi-
ously flushed. The thought had shot through him like an arrow :
if he has becen visiting the Commander-in-Chicf, then his news
about the warrant out for Archic is no hearsay, it is cold and
deadly truth .. and probably the letter which he received this
morning announcing the tact was from General Churchill him-
sclf.

Talking amiably between yawns, Lord Aveling proceeded to
remove his wig and coat. CLwen watched him almost without
realising that he was watching, so overcome was he with the
revelation of the identity of the youth’s correspondent. And in
the same half-tranced state he saw his fellow-traveller bend
xather hurriedly over the coat, which he had flung on a chair,
extract something from an inner pocket and thrust it under his
pillow. The Commander-in-Chiel’s letter, no doubt, which he
seemed so oddly t» guard from sight.

Ewen camec to hife again, finished taking off his own coat, and
removed his boots, in silence. Meanwhile Lord Ave'ing had
fetched a case of pistol; from his valise, and, taking out a couple
of small, handsomely mounted weapons, placed them on the
rickety chair beside his bed. “We are not like to use these, I hope,
Mr. Cameron, but there they are, to scrve whichever of us wakes
first and finds a housebreaker in the room.”

A moment or two afterwards, apologising for what he termed
his unmannerly drowsiness, he had blown out his candle, thrown
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himself upon his bed, pulled a long travelling cloak over himself,
andywas asleep almost a} once. Ardroy took up his candle mean-
ing to blow it out too, but for a moment he stood there looking
across his own bed at what he could see of the sleeper—no more,
really, than the back of a fair, close-cropped head half-sunk in
the pillow, and one slim, silk-clad foot and ankle projecting
beyond the cloak. If Keith could see them together now, him
and this rather charming and ingenuous young half-brother of
his! Ewen blew out the light, and sat down on the side of his
bed, his back to his fellow-traveller, and stared out through the
greyish square of the uncurtained window.

Had he but known that Genera! Churchill himself was the
boy’s informant, he would certainly have forccd him somehow
to look at his letter againg if not in the chaise, then at supper,
and to tell him the name of that glen. But it was not yct too
late. The letter was still there—here, rather, in this room, and
only a few feet away. He had only to wake Lord Aveling and
say, ‘Show me the line, the word, in your letter which concerns
Doctor Cameron, for I'll take no denial!’

And then? Was the young Englishman going to accede
quietly to that demand? Naturally not. There would be an un-
seemly, an unchivalrous struggle, cnding, no doubt, in his over-
powering the boy and,rcading the ictter by force. Meanwhile,
the house would probably be roused, and all chance of his slip-
ping away uhdetected on the tak of warning Archie gone.

There was, 1t could not be denied, another method . . . the
only prudent onc . . .

“No, that I cannot do!” said Ardroy to himself. tle took his
head in his hands for a moment, then got up, {etched his cloak
and, lying down and covcring himself up, tried to compose hlm-
sclt to sleep.

The attempt was foredoomed to failure, for he could thmk
of only onc thing: Archie, betrayed but ignorant of his betrayal,
and the soldiers already on thecir way from Inversnaid to sur-
prise and drag him off. And here he, his cousin and friend, who
had always professed so much affection for him, and into whose
hands the knowledge ot this attempt had so surprisingly come,
lay peaceably sleeping while the tragedy drew nearer and
nearer, and would not, on account of a scruple, put out one of
those hands to learn the final clue—an act which, with luck,
could be carried through in a few moments, and which could
harm no one. . . . But no, he was going to allow Archibald
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Cameron, his dead Chief’s brother, to go unwarned to capture
because a gentleman did not clandestine'y read another’s letrers.

Ewen lay there in torment. Through the window close to his
bed he could see a wild white sky, where the thin clouds drove
like wraiths before a phantom pursuer, though there was no
sound of wind at all. It was so light a night that even in the
room he could probably see to do that without the aid of a
candle; so light that outside, if he succeeded in getting away un-
hindered with one of the horses, the same witchlike sky would
enable him to find his way without too much difficulty along
the road to Tyndrum and Perthshire. He saw himself riding,
riding hard . ..

What nonsense! Was he not almost convinced that the in-
formation on which the warrant had been issued was false, and
that Doctor Cameron would not lie in any place within reach
of Inversnaid? . .. so why indulge this overmastering desire to
see the name of the alleged place? And, said the same voice,
you are sure also that any action would be too late now, for the
warrant sent express to Loch Lomond some days agc-must either
have been carried out by this time or have failed of its purpose.
In either case the dishonourable and repugnant act which you
propose is futile. . . . And if the boy wakes while you are
engaged upon it, what will you say to him?

Ewen turned over on his other side, not to sec that tempting
sky. But could one be sure that the danger was not real,
was not still within his power to avert? And was not
the true dishonour to let a friend go to his doom because one
was afraid of a slight stain on one’s own reputation? He
wondered if Keith Windham, in his place, would have hesitated

(o Yes, any gentleman would hesitate. It was ignominious, a
mean thing to do. But not a crime. It was not for himself. Had
one the right to cherish selfish scruples when so much was
a}tl stake for another man? No! . . . For Archie’s sake,
then!

He rose very softly from his bed and put on the clo*hes he had
laid aside, but not his boots . Then, standing up, he took his
bearing in the ¢im room, wherc Aveling’s breathing showed
how soundly he was aslecp. The first step was to find out where
the young man had put the letter. Ewen had seen him take
something from his coat and slip it under his pillow : probably
this was a letter-case or something of the kind and contained the
carefully guarded epistle. This was unfortunate, because it
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would be much more difficult to extricate it without waking
hi®, though, for some bbscure reason, the thought of withdraw-
ing it from that hiding-place was less distasteful—perhaps
because attended with more risk—than that of searching the
pockets of the, discarded coat.

Ewen could see now, if not very distinctly, the position of
everything in the room, which was important, lest he should
stumble over any object and make a noise. The key was in the
locked door; he tiptoed over and removed it to his own pocket,
sincc above all things the lad, if he woke, must not be allowed to
rouse the inn. Being light on his feet, for all his stature, Ardroy
accomplished this without a sound. The next step wis to remove
the pistols, lest the youth, thinking, not unnaturally, that he was
being robbed, should try #o use them. Ewen lifted them from
the chair and slipped them also into his pockets. And still the
sleeper showed no signs of waking.

Then, tingling with repugnance, but quite resolved and un-
relenting, Ewen stood over him—he could only see him as a dark
mass—and began carefully to slide his hand under the paler mass
which was the pillow. Every fibre in his body and brain revolted
from what he was doing, but he went on with it; it was for
Archie. He wondered, as his fingers gently sought about there,
what he should do or $ay if the young Englishman woke. Try to
explain? Hold him down? Half-measures would be of no
use . . . What a weight a man’s head was! Yes, Keith’s had
lain heavy on his arm that night, but Keith had been dying . . .
His groping fingers encountered something at last, and with in-
finite precautions he slipped it out at the top of the pillow and
tiptoed away to thec window with his prize.

It was a small leather letter-case which he held. Aglrc:s
hastily pulled out the contents, rather dismayed to find how
little he could make of them in the dusk. There came out first
some bank-notes, which he stuffed back as though his fingers had
encountered a snake; then some papers which might have been
bills, and lastly three letters, of which, peer at them as he might,
he could not distinguish a word.

This was extremely daunting. Either he weuld be obliged to
light the candle, which he particularly wished to avoid doing, or
he must take all three letters down to the stable with him, and
trust to find a lantern there to read them by. But that would
indeed be theft, and unnecessary theft. He only wanted one line
—one word—in one letter, General Churchill’s.
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Annoyed, he took up his candlestick. The problem was where
to put it, so that the light might not wike the sleeper. On"the
floor, he decided, between the window and his own bed, whose
bulk would shield the flame. He did so, and knelt down on one
knee by it. What a disconcertingly sharp sound flint and steel
made; he had to strike more than once, too, for the tinder would
not catch. At last the candle sprang into flame, and, knceling
{here behind his bed, holding his breath, Ardroy examined the
etters.

The first he took up was some weeks old, and bore a London
addrecss, so he did not examine it further; the second, in a small
fine writing, was datcd from ‘The Abbey, March 16th’, and
signed—Ewen turned hurriedly to the end—yes, signed
‘Churchill’. .

But not ‘William’ or ‘James’ or whatever the General’s name
was . . . no—'Georgina’'.

Ewen stared at the signaturc, horror-struck. This was in-
fimtely worse than bank-notes, worse, even, than a real snake
would have been. Now he knew why its recipient was reluctant
to bring forth, in the close proximity of the chaise, this letter so
paplably in a lady’s hand, and—as the present reader could not
avoid seeing—thick-studded with maidenly endearments. That
was why Lord Aveling had coloured so, had repudiated the idea
of destroying the cpistle. Obviously he was not of the stuff of
the complacent jeune homme a bonnes fortunes. His shy deli-
cacy in the matter made the present thief’s task tenfold more
odious. But having gone so far he could not draw back, and the
writer, be she never so fond, was also General Churchill’s
daughter . . . or nicce, perhaps? No, at the bottom of the
&rst shcet—there were two separate ones, of a large size—
was a reference to ‘Papa’, presumably the Commander-in-
Chiet.

But where in all this was the name for the sake of which he
had embarked upon the repulsive business? Ewen could not see
it anywhere, as, hot with embarrassment, he picked his way
among expressions not mcant for the cyes of au, third person,
which seemed, tvo, to show that Lord Aveling was a reccently
accepted suitor. But the shamed rcader ot these lovers’ con-
fidences did not want to have any knowlcdge of the sort thrust
upon him. Not yet finding what he wanted he put down this
letter and took up the third; no, that was from London, and
signed ‘Your affectionate Father, Stowe’. So with an inward sigh
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he went back to the love-letter, wishing with all his soul that
thegenamoured Miss Ggorgina Churchill did not write so fine a
hand and so long an epistle.

And, just as he thought that he was coming to the place, he
heard a creak from Aveling’s bed.

“Great Heavens, what's wrong? What are you at there, Mr.
Cameron—are you ill?” And then a further movement and an
ejaculation, “Who the devil has taken my pistols from this
chair?”

Ewen was still on one knee beyond his bed, feverishly scan-
ning the letter held below its level. “It was | who removed them.
I was afraid,” he said with perfect truth, “that you might wake,
and, secing a light, use them by error.” And he went on search-
ing—ah, thank God, herc he was coming to it at last!

‘Il must tell you that Papa had a message last night from the
Lord Justice-Clerk informing him that Doctor Cameron——'

The word ‘warrant’ swam for a second before his eyes, but he
could get no farther, for now he was to pay the price of his
villainy. Young Aveling, who must have thrust his hand in-
stinctively unaer his pillow, had by this time discovered his
second, his greater loss, and with one movement had thrown off
his covering and was on his feet, his voice shaking with rage.
“You have stolen my wallet! Give it back to me at once, you
damned lying, treacherous thief!”

Ewen rose quickly to his own feet and threw the little case on
to his bed, which was still between them. “You will find your
money all there, my lord.” Then, very swiltly, he picked up the
candle, put it on the window-sill behind him, found the passage
again and tried to go on with his reading of it. But he knew that
he would have the young man upon him in a moment, and so he.
had. *

“Money! It's not the money! You have my letters, my most
private letters. . . .” And uttering a cry of rage he precipitated
himself round the bottom of Ewen’s bed.

But Ewen, despite his preoccupation, could be just as quick.
The young Englishman found himself confronted by the barrel
of one of his own pistols. “You shall have ghis lctter in one
moment if you wait,” said its abductor coolly. “But if you desire
it intact do not try to take it from me.”

“Wait!” ejaculated the boy, half-choking. Alight with fury—
for instinct no doubt told him which of the three letters the
robber held—he did a surprising thing: disregarding entirely
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the levelled pistol, he dropped suddenly to his knees, and, seizing
his enemy by the leg, tried to throw hig off his balance—and
nearly succeeded. For a second Ardroy staggered; then he re-
covered himself.

“You young fool!” he exclaimed angrily; clapped the pistol
on the window-ledge behind him, stuffed Mlss Georgina
Churchill’s letter into his pocket, stooped, seized the young
man’s arms, tore their grip apart, and brought him, struggling
and panting, to his feet. “You young fool, I want to give you
your letter unharmed, and how can I, if you persist in attacking
me?”

“Unharmed!” echoed the young man, with tears of rage in
his eyes. He was helpless in that grip, and knew it now. “You
call it unharmed, when you have read 1t!”

“I regret the necessity cven motre than you,” rctorted Ardroy.
“But you would not tell me what I nceded to know. If you will
go back to your bed, and give me your word ot honour not to
stir thence for a couple of moments, you shall have your letter
again at the end of them.”

“My word of honour—to you!” flashed the captive. “You
false Highland thicef, I should think you never heard the term in
your life betore! Give me back the letter which you have con-
taminated by reading—at once!” .

Ewen did not relish his language, but what right had he to
resent it? “You shall have the letter back on thé condition I
have named,” he answered sternly. “If you oblige me to hold
you like this . . . no, 'tis of no use, you cannot break away.
. . . God knows when you'll get it back. And if you attempt to
cry for help” (for he thought he saw a determination of the kind
Jpass over the handsome, distorted features) “I'll gag you! You
may* be sure I should never have embarked upon this odious
business if I had not meant to carry it through!”

“ *Odious’!” his captive caught up the word. “You are a spy
and a thief, and you pretend to dislike your trade!”

Ewen did not trouble to deny the charge. He felt that no
stone which his victim could fling at him was too sh~ p. “Will
you give me youy word?” he asked again, more gently. “I do
not wish to hurt you . . . and I have not read your letter
through. I was but searching in it for what I need.”

But that avowal only raised the young lover’s fury afresh.
“Damn you for a scoundrelly pickpocket!” he said between his
teeth, and began to struggle anew until he was mastered once
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more, and his arms pinned to his sides. And thus, very white, he
asked in a voice like a glagger:

“Did you turn out my brother Keith's pockets before, or
after, you murdered him?”

As a weapon of assault the query had more success than all his
physical eflorts. This stone was too sharp. Ewen caught his
breath, and his grip loosened a little.

“I deserve everything that you have said to me, Lord Aveling,
but not that! Your brother was my friend.”

“And did you read his most private correspondence when he
was asleep? Give me my letter, or I'll rouse the house—some-
how!”

The matter had come to something of an impasse. Ewen was
no nearer to his goal, for.s long as he had to hold this young
and struggling piece of indignation he could not finish rcading
the passage in the letter. He decided that he should have to take
a still more brutal step. At any rate, nothing could make his
victim think worse of him than he d:d already.

“If yon do not go back and sit quietly upon your bed,” he said,
with a rather ominous quictness himself, “'I shall hold you with
one hand, and thrust one sheet of your lctter in the candle-flame
with the other!”

“You may do it—fer I'll not take it back now!” flashed out
the boy instantly.

“But if you give me your word to do as I say,” went on Ewen,
as though he had not spoken, “I will restore you a sheet of it now
as carnest for the return of the rest, when I have finished reading
the one sentence which concerns me—Now, which is it to be,
Lord Aveling?”

In that extremely clo-e proximity their cyes met. The young,
man saw no relenting i those blue ones fixed on his, hatd as
only blue eyes can be at need. And Ewen—Ewen did not like to
think to what desperate measures he might have to resort if the
card he had just played were in truth not high ecnough. . . .

But the trick was won. Despite his frenzied interjection, the
young lover wanted his property too much to see it reduced to
ashes before him. He choked back something like a sob. “I'll
never believe in fair words . . . and a moving story again!
. . . Yes, I will doit. Give me the sheet of my letter.”

“You piedge your word not to molest or attempt to stop me,
nor to give any kind of alarm?”

“Before I do, I suppose I may know whether you intend to
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cut my throat, as you——" But, frantic as the youth was,
Ewen'’s face became so grim that he didinot finish.

“I'll not lay a finger on you further.”

“Then I pledge you my word—the word of an Englishman!”
said the boy haughtily. )

“And 1 keep mine—as a Highlander,” retorted Ewen. He
loosed him at once, selected that sheet of Miss Churchill’s letter
which he did not rcquire, and handed it to its owner in silence.
The youth thrust it passionately inside his shirt, went back to
his own bed, and, shivering with rage and exhaustion, sat down
and hid his face in his hands.

Fwen, his back half-turned, found the passage again.

‘Papa had a message last night from the Lord Justice-Clerk in-
forming him that Doctor Cameron was said to be at the house
of Stewart of Glenbuckie, and a warrant was immediately
despatched to the post at Inversnaid.

Glenbuckie . . . Glenbuckie . . . in what connection had
he heard of that place before? Glenbuckie was . . . good God,
was it possible that he did not really know witn sufficient
exactitude . . . that he had committed this shameful violence
for nothing? The sweat started out all over kwen’s body, and
he prayed desperately for an illuminating flash of memory. Well
had that poor boy huddled there spoken o* the many glens there
were in Scotland! ,

Then the knowledge returnced to him, bearing with it a tragic
recollection from the carly days of the Rising, when the
notoriety given to Stewart of Glenbuckie’s name by the mys-
terious death of its then bearer, in Buchanan of Arnprior’s house,
had resulted in one’s learning the whercabouts of the glen from
,2which he came. Yes, Glenbuckie was somewhere in the
Balquhidder district—a glen running dircctly southward from
the farther end of Loch Voil, he belicved . . . a long way and
a difficult. And, his mind already calculating distances and
route, Ewen rcad the passage again. There was a little more, for
Miss Georgina Churchill had been at the pains to tell her lover
that the person who had sent this information to the Lord
Justice-Clerk was someone who claimed to have recently met
and spoken with Doctor Cameron. . . . Ewen sat down and
pulled on his boots.

For the last few moments he had almost forgotten Aveling.
Putting the pistol in his pocket again he went over to him. ‘“Here
is the other sheet of the letter, my lord. You will not accept my
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apologies, I know, but I make them to you none the less, and
singerely—and also for ‘:orrowing the horse from Bonawe, which
I propose to do as far‘as Tyndrum, where I hope you will find
him when you arrive. IfI can, I will leave your pistols there also.
If not, I will pay for them.”

The young *Englishman jumped up and snatched his letter.
“You'll pay tor everything one day, by God—in Newgate, or
wherever in this barbarous country of yours they bestow their
Highland robbers! And I'll have you indicted for my brother’s
murder as well as for assaulting me in order to assist an attainted
rebel ! Since you are his confederate, you shall swing with Doctor
Cameron at Tyburn!”

But Ewen was already unlocking the door of the room. His
great dread was that the young man, strung up by rage and dis-
illusionment to what in a woman would have been hy steria point,
might forget his promise and proceed unwittingly to rouse the
inn. He did not want to use the pistols 1n order to get clear of
the premises, so he slipped as quickly as possible out of the room
and locked ¢he door on the outside, hearing, not without remorse,
sounds from within which suggested that the boy had flung him-
self upon the bed and was weeping aloud.

So ended, in dishonour and brutality, this encounter with his
dead friend’s brother, who had acted so generously towards him,
and to whom he had felt so strongly attracted. A moment only
that thought flashed bitingly through Fwen’s brain; it was no
time to indulge in regret or to think of consequences to himself—
his immediate task was to warn Archie. To his crimes of
treachery and violence he must, thercfore, if he could, add that
of horse-stealing.

And even as Ardroy cautiously lifted the latch of the #ablé®
door at Dalmally, away 1n the little rebuilt barracks near Inver-
snaid, on Loch Lomond, Captain Craven of Beauclerk’s regiment
was reading the belated despatch from the Commander-in-Chief
at Edinburgh which he had been roused from his bed to receive.

“Too late to do anything to-night,” was his comment. Then
his eyes fell upon the date which it bore. “Gag, man,” he said to
the wearied messenger, “I should have received this warrant
yesterday! The bird may be flown by to-morrow. What in God’s
name delayed you so?”



CHAPTER XIV

In Time—and too Late

I

THE fitful sun of the March afternoon came flooding straight
through the open door of Mr. Stewart of Glenbuckie’s house into
the hall, which was also the living-room, and through this same
open door little Peggy Stewart, the room’s sole occupant, had she
not been otherwise engaged, could have looked out across the
drop in front of the high-standing house to the tossing slopes
beyond the Calair burn. But Peggy had earlier begged from her
mother, who had been baking to-day, a piece of dough, and,
following the probably immemorial custom of children, had
fashioned out of it, after countless remodellings, an object bear-
ing some resemblance to the human form, with two currants for
eyes. And while she sat there, regarding her handiwork with the
fond yet critical gaze of the artist, beforc taking it to the kitchen
to be baked, there suddenly appeared without warning, in the
oblong pale of sunlight which was the doorway, the figure
of a large, very tall man. This stalwart apparition put out a hand
to knock, and then, as if disconcerted at finding the door open,
withdrew it.

* Miss Peggy, who was no shyer than she need be, rose from her
little stool ncar the spinning-wheel and advanced into the sun-
light. And to a man who had ridden all night on a stolen horse,
and had since, tortured by the feeling that every delay was the
final and fatal one, stumbled and fought his way over the steep
and unfamiliar mountain paths on the western slopcs of Ben
More and Stobinign, to such a man the appearanc¢ at Stewart of
Glenbuckie’s door of a chubby little girl of six, dressed in a
miniature tight-waisted gown of blue which almost touched the
floor, and clasping in one hand what he took to be an inchoate
kind of doll, was vaguely reassuring.

“Is this the house of Mr. Duncan Stewart?” he asked.
160
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Gazing up at this tall stranger with her limpid blue eyes the
cMild nodded.

“Is he within, my dear?”

Miss Peggy Stewart shook her curly head. “My papa is from
home.” o

“And . . . have you a gentleman staying here?”

“He is not here either. Only Mother is here.”

Instantly Ewen'’s thoughts swung round to the worst. They
had both been arrested, then, Stewart as well as Archie. The
noticeable quiet of the house was due to its emptiness—only a
woman and a child left there. He was too late, as he had expected
all along. He put his head mutely against the support of the door,
and so was found an instant later by Mrs Stewart, v ho, hearing
voices, had comc from the kitchen.

“Is aught amiss, sir?. Are you ill?”

Ardroy raised his head and uncovered. But this lady did not
sound ot look like a woman who«c husband had recently been
torn from her. Hope stirred again. “Madam, have the soldicrs
been here after . . . any person?”

Mrs. Stewart’s calm, fair face took on a look of surprise. “No,
sir, I am glad to say. But will you not enter?”

At this bidding Ewen walked, or rather stalked, over the thres-
hold; he was stiff. ®*Thank God for that!” he said fervently.
“But they naay be herc at any moment.” He bethought him, and
closed the door bchind him. “There is a warrant out for . . . that
person.”

Mrs. Stewart lowered her voice. “Then 1t is fortunate that
he is not in the house.”

“He is away, with your husband?”

“No, sir. Mr. Stewart is in Perth on affairs. 1 do notknovy
where ‘Mr. Chalmers’ has gone this afternoon, but he will return
before dark.”

“He must at all costs be prevented from doing that, madam,”
said Ewen earnestly, while Peggy tugged at her mother’s skirts
whispering, with equal earnestness, something about her ‘bread
mannie’ and the oven. “If he comes back here, he will be running
intoa trap. I cannot understand why the warmant has not already
been exccuted, but, since it has not, let us take advantage of the
mercy of heaven—My own name, by the way, madam, is
Cameron, and I am ‘Mr. Chalmers’s near kinsman. He must be
found and stopped before h~ reaches this house!”

“Certainly he should be,” agreed Mrs. Stewart. “Unfortu-
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nately—be quiet, my child—unfortunately, I do not know in
which dircction he has gone, whether dqwn the glen or up &.”

“Mr. Chalmers was going to Balquhidder,” observed Peggy
with composure. “He telled me; he said tell Mother, but I forgot
—Mother, please put my bread mannie in the oven!”

The two adults looked down anxiously at the source of this
information.

“Are you surc, Peggy, that that is where Mr. Chalmers has
gone?—Yes, darling,” added her mother hastily, “I will have
your bread mannie put in at once if this gentleman will excuse
me.” She gave Ewen a look which seemed to say, ‘I am not
usually so weak and indulgent, but it is politic in this case, for if
she cries we shall get no more out of her.’

Yet, as it happened, indulgence got'no more either, for there
seemed no more for Peggy to tell when she was asked, and so
Ewen stood on the threshold of Mrs. Stewart’s spotless kitchen
and watched with troubled eyes the consignment of Peggy’s
masterpiece to the oven. And, with his own boys ip mind, he
found time to wondecr at that world set apart, that fairy world in
which children dwell, and to think how happily and uncom-
prehendingly they move amid the tragedies and anxicties of the
other, touching them at every point, and often by sheer contrast
heightcning them, but usually unaffected by the contact. . . .

Then Mrs. Stewart came out, saying over her shoulder to
someone within, “Janet, keep the child with you for a while.
Mr. Camecron, you'll take some refreshment before you start?”

But Ewen refused, hungry and spent though he was, for he
would not sparc the time. Mrs. Stewart, however, returned
swiftly to the kitchen, and was heard giving orders for bread
and meat to be made ready for him to take with him.

“Now I'll give you directions,” she said, hurrying out again.
“Yet, Mr. Cameron, I cannot think that this is true about a
warrant, for had there been any soldiers on the march from
Loch Lomond side the country people would most certainly have
sent messengers on ahcad to warn us. For I have heard my
husband say that since the garrison at Inversnaid makes a prac-
tice of selling meas and tobacco to the Highlanders, and there is
a cantecn in one of the barrack rooms itself, many a piece of
news leaks out to us that way. For this is all, as you know, what
the English call a ‘disaffected’ region, and ‘Mr. Chalmers’ has
been with us for some time quite unmolested.”

“Yet in this case extraordinary precautions may have been
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taken against any tidings reaching you,” urged Ewen. “And I
haye seen a letter from a member of General Churchill’s house-
hold which stated thatta warrant had been issued on the fifteenth
—six days ago. It was in fact that letter which brought me here,
for I did not know my cousin’s whereabouts. But they certainly
know it in Edtnburgh. Someone has informed against him, Mrs.
Stewart.”

She was plainly shocked. “Oh, sir, that’s impossible! No one
in these parts would do such a thing!”

But Ardroy shook his head. “It may not have becn a man from
this district, but it has been done—and by someone who had
speech with the Doctor recently. It remains now to circumvent
the traitor. Supposing the child to have been mistaken, have you
any trusty person whom you can send in the opposite dircction,
or in any other where you think ‘Mr. Chalmers’ lil:cly to have

one?”
# “Only the gardener; but I will send him at once up the glen.
Yet if Peggy is right, ’tis you will mecet the Doctor, though I
know notehow far you’ll have to go, nor whether you had
best——" Shc stopped and drew her brows togcther. “Nay, |
believe he ever takes the track through the wood when he goes
to Balquhidder, for the path down the open glen gives no shelter
in case of danger. It yill be best for you to go by thec wood. You
saw the burn, no doubt, as you came up to the house? Follow it
a space down the glen till it gocs into the wood, and go in with
it. The track then runs by the water till it mounts higher than
the burn; but you cannot mi-s it. And I must tell you,” she
finished, “that Mr. Chalmers is wearing a black wig, which
changes him very much; and commonly, unless he forgets, he
makes to walk with a stoop to reduce his height. But you'll be
knowing his appearance well, perhaps?” « o

“Very well indced,” »aid Cwen, checking a sigh. “God grant |
meet him! I am to begin by following the burn, then?” He
repeated her simple instructions and went towards the door.
Every moment he expected it to be flung wide by a redcoat.

But he opened it, and there was nothing by the pale unclouded
sun, almost balanced now on one of the crests opposite, the
sharp sweet hill air, and a murmur of wind in the pines below the
house. On the threshold Mrs. Stewart tendered him the packet
of bread and meat, and a small voice from a lesser altitude was
also heard offering him, as sustentation, ‘my bread mannie’. It
was true that this gift, withdrawn from too brief a sojourn in
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the oven, was far from being bread, but Ewen gravely accepted
the amorphous and sticky object and wrapped it in his handker-
chief. He could not refuse this fair-hairdd child whose tidings
might be destined to prove the salvation of Archibald Cameron,
and he stooped and kissed her. The little figure waving an adieu
was the last thing he saw as he walked quickly a%ay from the
house towards the wood which clung about the downward
course of the Calair.

2

As Mrs. Stewart had said, the track through the wood was quite
easy to find and follow, Ewen hurried along it at a very fast pace,
since the farther from Stewart’s house he could encounter Archic
the better. And yet, it might be a wild goose chase into which
he had flung himself; it might be for the sake of a mere rumour
that he, Ewen Cameron of Ardroy, had assaulted the future karl
of Stowe and stolen, or rather borrowed, a horse. The pistols
he had certainly stolen, for he had not left them, as he had the
horse, at the inn at Tyndrum, but had kept them with him, and
might be glad of them yet. For though, contrary to all his ex-
pectations, he was in time to warn Archie (if only he could come
upon him) he could not feel at ease about the warrant, cven
though 1ts execution was so strangely delayed, or belicve that
machinery of the khind, once set in motion, would ceasc to
revolve.

So he hastened on; the path, fairly wide here, having quitted
the stream, was full of holes crammed with damp, dead leaves;
through the bare oaks and ashes and the twisted pinc boughs on
his left he saw the sun disappear behind the heights opposite. As
fis ray s were withdrawn the air grew at once colder, and an un-
easy wind began to move overhead; it left the oaks indifferent,
but the pines responded to its harper’s touch. Ardroy had lived
his life too much in the open air and in all weathers to be much
mentally aftected by wind, yet the sound tuned with his anxious
thoughts almost without his being aware of it.

So far he had not met ot even seen a single persc.., but now, as
he heard steps approaching, his pulse quickened. He was wrong
—it was not Archie, for there came into sight an elderly man bent
under a load of sticks which he had evidently been gathering in
the wood. No word issued from him as they passed each other,
but he turned, sticks and all, and stared after the stranger. Mean-
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while Ewen hastened on; he must, he thought, have come a con-
sigerable way by now, and for the first time he began to wonder
what he should do ifthe got to Balquhidder itself without en-
countering his cousin, and to regret that he had not asked Mrs.
Stewart’s advice about such a contingency.

It was whife he was turning over this difficulty in his mind
that he came round a bend in the woodland path and perceived,
at the foot of a tree, a man with one knee on the ground, examin-
ing something at its foot. Was it? ... it looked like .. . Yes!
He broke into a run, and was upon Doctor Cameron before the
latter had time to do more than rise to his feet and utter an
amazed:

“Ewen! Ewen! . . . Itcan'tbe! How, and why- —'

And not till that momgnt did it occur to Ewen that all this
had happened before, in different surroundings. “I am come to
warn you—once again, Archie!” he said, seizing him by the arms
in his earnestness. ““You must come no farther—you must not re-
turn to Stewart’s house. There's a warrant out against you from
Edinburgh and soldicrs coming from Inversnaid. Your hiding-
place has been betrayed.”

“Betrayed!” said Archibald Cameron in incredulous tones.
“Dear lad, you must be mistaken. There’s but six or seven people
kﬁlOW that I am in thesc parts, and 1 could answer for everyone of
them.”

Ewen was not shaken. It ‘vas like Archie not to believe in
treachery. “You may think that.” he replied, “but it has been
done. [ have the fact on too good authority to doubt it. I have
seen Mrs. Stewart, and told her, and have come to intercept you.
You must not go back there.”

Archie slid his arm 1ato his. “But first, my dear Ewen, I must
learn whence you come and how ? I know that you escaped fronf
Fort William before the New Year but ?

“I'll tell you everything in proper time,” broke in his kins-
man, “but in the name of good sense let us find a more concealed
place to talk in than this path!—What is occupying you by this
tree, pray?” For at the mention of leaving the path Doctor
Cameron’s gaze had strayed back to the spot pver which he had
been stooping. Ewen could see nothing there but some bright-
coloured toadstools.

“It is, T think, a rare fungus,” said Archie meditatively. “I
should like—well, why not?” He stooped and picked one, and
then allowed Ewen to draw him away into the undergrowth,
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just there waist-high or more, and find a spot under an oak,
where, if they chose to sit or crouch, they would be invisiple
from the track.

But for the moment they stood beneath the oak tree looking
at each other, the elder man still holding the little orange toad-
stool between his fingers. Even though the black tfe-wig, in place
of the brown one he usually wore, or of his own fair, slightly
greying hair, did change Archibald Cameron, even though Ewen’s
gaze, scanning his face closely, did seem to find there a hint of a
fresh line or two about the kindly mouth, he looked much the
same as when Ardroy had last set eyes on him in the dark little
croft up at Slochd nan Eun. And, as he might have done then, he

wanted most to know of Ewen’s affairs.

But Ewen took him to task. “Are you fey, Archle, that you
waste time over questions of no moment, and won't believe what
I tell you? Someone has betrayed you and sent information to
Edinburgh which has been acted upon. To come by the know-
ledge of this and of your whereabouts I have made a lifelong
enemy of a man I liked, committed an assault on hiin, stolen a
horse, and, worse than all, read a private letter by stealth. You
must at least pay some heed to me, and pay it at once!”

His concern was too acute to be ignored any longer. “Forgive
me, laochain,” said the elder man. “What do you wish me to
do?”

“Move your quarters instantly. It means capture to return to
Duncan Stewart’s.”

Archie was attentive enough now. “I doubt if there is anyone
else in the neighbourhood who is anxious for my presence.”

“But it would be infinitely better to leave the neighbourhood
2ltogether,” urged his cousin.

" Dottor Cameron considered. “I might lie for a while in the
braes of Balquhidder on the far side of the loch—'tis solitary
enough therc. Rut if the soldiers are coming from Inversnaid it
would be well to avoid that direction. and better to make at right
angles through this wood and up the slopes of Beinn an-:-Shithein,
.. Yet, Ewen, ’tis sore hearing and hard believing that anyone
can have informesd of me. From whom was this letter which
ou——"
d The sound of a shot, followed by a scream, both quite near,
killed the question on his lips, and drove the blood from Ewen’s
heart, if not from the speaker’s own. In a moment more, as they
both stood mute and tense, a patter of light running feet and the
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pound of heavier ones could be heard, and along the path which
they had left came flying, with terror on her face, a little bare-
foot girl of about twelve, closely pursued by a soldier, musket in
hand, who was shouting after her to stop.

Both men started indignantly to make their way out of the
undergrowth towards the pair, but Ewen turned fiercely on his
companion.

“Archie, are you quite mad ?”’ he whispered. “Stay there—and
down with you!” He gave him a rough push, and himself crashed
through the bushes and burst out on to the path just in front of
the runners. The little girl, sobbing with fright, almost collided
with him; he seized her, swung her behind him, and angrily
faced the panting soldier. “Put down that musket, you ruffian!
This is not the Slave Coagt!”

The man’s face was almost the colour of his coat from his
exertions, but, at least, there was no evil intent written there. “I
were only trying . . . to stop the varmint!” he explained, very
much out of breath. “She’s sent on ahead by some rebels in a
farm . . ¢ we marched by a while since . . . to carry a warn-
ing belike . . . I've bin a-chasing of her up and down hills for
the last half-hour. Orders it was ... I wouldn’t lay a finger on
a child . . . got two of me own . .. only fired to frighten her
into stopping—lioldher, or she’ll be off again!”

But there did not seem much likelihood of that. The little girl
was on her knees in a heap beliind the Highlander, her hands over
her ears. He stooped over her.

“You are not hurt, my child, arc you?” he asked in the Gaelic.
“Then get you home again; you have done your work. You need
not be frightened an-’ more; the redcoat will not harm you.”
And he took out a piece of money and closed her fingers over
it. .

“What are you saying to her—what are you giving her money
for?” demanded the soldier suspiciously. “I believe you'll be in
league with the rebels yourself!”

“I should scarce tell her to go home if [ were,” answered Ewen
with an indifference which he was far from feeling. Good God, if
next moment a picket should appear and search the bushes—or
if Archie did not now remain motionless beneath them! “I do
not know what you mean,” he continued, “about a warning, but
between us we have stopped the child, and the sixpence | have
given her will make her forget her fright the quicker—Off with
you!” he repeated to the girl.
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Ewen’s words had no doubt conveyed to the child a sense that
she had accomplished her mission, though the eyes under the elf-
locks of rusty hair were still fixed on himf{ and her whole eager,
thin little face asked a wordless question to which he dared not
make a further reply. Then, without a sign, she sprang up and
slipped into the undergrowth, apparently to avoid the proximity
of the redcoat, emerged from it on the other side of him, and ran
back the way she had come.

Her late pursuer turned and looked after her, while Ewen’s
finger closed round one of Lord Aveling’s pistols in his pocket.
What was the soldier going to do next? If he took a dozen steps
off the path to his right he must see Archie crouched there; and if
he did that he would have to be shot in cold blood. If he even
stayed where he was much longer he would have to be accounted
for somchow, since his mere presence would prevent the Jacobite
from getting away unobserved. And get away he must, at once.

“Where’s your main body ?”" asked Ardroy suddenly.

The soldier turned round again. “D’ye think I'm quite a fool
that you ask me that?” he retorted scornfully. “If yot're one of
the disaffected yourself, as 1 suspect you are, from speaking Erse
so glibly, you'll soon find that out.” And swinging suddenly
round again, he went off at a trot on the way he had come.

“Why, the Duke of Argyll himself speaks Erse on occasions!”
Ewen called after him mockingly. But there was no mockery in
his heart, only the most sickening apprehension. He was right,
only too right, about the warrant, and the child had been sent on
ahead to carry a warning, just as Mrs. Stewart had said would
probably happen. Had Mrs. Stewart herself sent her? No, the
man said she had come from a farm.

Directly the redcoat was out of sight Ardroy hurled him-
self into his cousin’s lair. Doctor Cameron was alrcady on his
feet.

“You heard, Archie? There’s not a moment to lose! He'll be
back with a party, very like, from the child running this way

. though how she knew . . .”

“Yes, we must make for the side of Beinn an-t-Shithein,” said
Archibald Cameron without comment. “That is to say I must.
You——"

“Do you suppose I am going to leave you? Lead, and I'll follow

ou.”
Y “There’s no path,” observed the Doctor. “Perhaps ’tis as well;
we’ll not be so easy to track.”
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For ten minutes or so Ewen followed his cousin uphill through
thfnwood, sometimes pushing through tangle of various kinds,
sometimes stooping alpost double, sometimes running, and once
or twice getting severely scratched by holly bushes. But they
were not yet in sight of its upper edge when Doctor Cameron
came to an alsrupt stop and held up his hand.

“Listen! IthoughtI heard voicesahead.”

The wind, which had risen a good deal in the last half-hour, and
now tossed the branches overhead, made it difficult to be sure of
this. Ewen knelt and put his ear to the ground.

“I hear something, undoubtedly.” He got up and looked at
Archie anxiously. “If we should prove to be cut oft from the hill-
side, is there any place in the wood where we covld lie hid—a
cave, or even a heap of boulders?”

“There is nothing th#t I know of.—-Ewcn, where are you
going?”

“Only a little farther on, to reconnoitre. Oh, I'll be careful, I
promisc you. Mcanwhile stay you there!” And he was off before
Archie could detain him.

It took him but five minutes or so of careful stalking to be
certain that there were soldiers between them and the slopes
which they were hoping to gain. There were also, without doubt,
soldiers scmewhere in the lower part of the wood near the
stream. If they could neither lcave the wood, nor hide in it,
Archie must infallibly be taken.

Ewen slid round the beech-trunk against which he was pressed,
meaning to retrace his steps immediately to the spot where he
had left his kinsman, but for a moment he stood there motion-
less, with a horrible premonition at his heart. O God, it could not
be that this was the ¢ 1d for Archie! A sort of blindncss seemed
to pass over his vision, and when it cleared he found his eyes
fixed on something farther down the slope of the wood, a little
to his "eft, something that he must have been looking at already
without recognising it for what it was—a small thatched roof.

It seemed like a miracle, an answer to prayer at the least. Ewen
slipped back with all speed to the Doctor.

“Yes, we arc cut off,” he whispered, “and we cannot go back.
But, Archie, there's some kind of little buildirtg farther down the
wood. Isaw but its roof, yet it may serve us better than nothing.
Let us go and look at it.”

They hurried down the slnpe again. Here the dead leaves were
dry, and rustled underfoot, but the need of haste overrode that
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of silent going. And in a few minutes they both stood looking at
Ewen’s discovery, a small log hut. It stood on a level piece of the
wood, with a little clearing of some ten yards square in front of
it, but on its other sides bushes and stout hollies pressed close
up to it.

p“I never before heard of any hut in this wood;” commented
Archie in surprise, “but there it is, certainly! Perhaps the Good
People have put it there for us.”

If they had, 1t could not have been recently, for, as Ewen saw
with relief, the logs of which it was constructed were so
weathered and mossed that it was not at first very distinguishable
from its surroundings. But it was in good repair, and, on going
round to the front, the rugitives saw that it actually had a solid,
well-fitting door —which, indeed, they found difficult to push
open, though it was not secured in any ‘way. To Ewen it seemed
of good augury that it opened inwards. Some logs, years old, lay
about ncar the entrance.

“I don’t know that we are wise to hide here,” murmured
Ardroy, “but there seems no choice.” And they went in.

Within it was dark, tor the hut had no windows. Finding that
there was no means of securing the door on the inside save a
crazy latch. Ewen suggested bringing in some of the stray logs
and piling them against the door; so he and Archie hurriedly stag-
gered in with several, and procceded to lay some against the
bottom, and to rear others against it at an angle :n order to
wedge it.

“But we cannot stand a regular siege in here, Cwen,” objected
the Doctor, looking round their dim shelter.

“No: but if the soldiers find the door immovably fixed they
may think it is so fastened up that no one could have got into the
rut, apd we meanwhile lying as close as weascls within they’ll
likely go away again—that is, if they come at all. Please God,
however, they’ll pass the place without seeing it, as we nearly
did. Or they may never search this quarter of the wood at all.”

“Yes, I think they’ll have to break the door to matchwood
before they get it open now,” opined Archie. “My soriow, but
it'sdark in here!”

Indecd, the only‘light now came from the hole in the thatch
intended to let out the smoke, which hole also let in the rain, so
that the ground beneath, in the middle of the hut, was more
puddle than anything else. It seemed as if the place had been
occupied by a woodcutter, for, in addition to the felled logs out-
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side, there was a big but extremely rusty axe propped against the
wall in one corner, by, the side of the rough bench built into the
latter; axe and bench were, with the exception of the blackened
stones of the fireplace (some of which they had added to the logs
against the dcer) the only objects there.

So, having now no occupation but waiting upon Fate, the
cousins sat down in the gloom upon this bench: and it was then
that Ewen realised that he was nearly famished, and ate his pro-
visions. Archie would not share with him.

“And now, tell mc——" each said to the other; and indeed
there was much to tell, though they dared not utter more than a
few sentences at a time, and those in a low voice, °nd must then
stop to listen with all their ears.

And Ewen learnt that Archie had come to these parts because
Lochaber and the West were getting too hot to hold him, owing
to the constant searches which were carricd out for him; he was,
he admitted, all but captured in Strontian when he went to
Dungallon’s house. That was when Ewen was in Fort William.
But here, up till now, he had been unmolested. and who had given
notice of his presence he could not imagine

“And the assistance you hoped for,” asked Ewen. “is it to come
soon?”

He heard his kinsntan sigh. “I’'m as much in the dark about it
yet, Lwen » . . as you and T are at this moment. [ begin to
wonder whether I'rederick of Prussia "

Ewen gave a stifled exclamation. ‘“Prussia! It is Prussia
then-——"

“You did not know? Prussia, and perhaps Sweden, if certain
conditions werc fulfil 2d. Rut how have you not lecarnt that?”

“You forget; you did not tell me that nisht at Ardroy, ande
since then I have cither been a close prisoncer or skulking in the
wilds One night in Appin did not teach me much, especially as
my cousin Ian was away. . . . And so troops are to land ?”

“They were to. 'Twas inspiring news at first, to me and to
those I visited. But time has gone on, and on . . .” Archie
paused. “[ am totally without information now, Ewen. My com-
munications with Lochdornie are cut off, thcugh I believe he is
still in Scotland. But I doubt if he knows any more than I do.
[ verily think that if May comes and brings nothing I shall return
to the Prince. Talk of what is promised is windy fare to give to
longing hearts when the fulfilment tarries thus.”

A little chill ran through his listener. He had never heard
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Archibald Cameron so plainly dispirited. For himself, he knew
too little to proffer any encouragement; and his uncle’s wotds
about the sunset of the Cause recurred to him. But he had not
subscribed to them, nor did he now; it was too natural to hope.
Even when months ago he had bitterly asked of the man at his
side who was to lead them, he had not despaired, in his heart, of
the coming of a day when they might be led. But, evidently, it
was not to be yet . . . and here was poor Archie, risking his life
to bring good uidings, and at last, after months of hardship and
peril, himself doubting if the tidings were truc.

“Yes, many thousands of men were, 1 believe, promised,” re-
sumed Doctor Cameron, “when the ground should be prepared.
But the preparing of it has not been easy when the weeks slipped
away and [ could hold out naught move definite than the hopes
I had brought with me in September—Not that I blame the
Prince one whit for that!” he added quickly. And they both fell,
and this time quite naturally, into one of the prudent silences
which had continually punc tuated this conversation in the semi-
darkness.

It was a longer silence than usual. Ewen’s thoughts went
circling away. Had Archic, with all his devotion, merely been
beating the air all these months?

“I hope Mrs. Stewart has not been moicsted,” said Archie’s
voice after a while. “But I begin to belicve that the soldiers have
abandoned the search, or, at lcast, that they are not going to
search this part of the wood.”

Ewen nodded. ‘I begin to think that it is so. [ wonder how
soon we might with safety leave this place, or whether we had
best spend the night here.”

s« “I've no idea what time it may be,” said his cousin. He pulled
out his watch and was peering at it when Ardroy gripped his
other wrist. “Did you hear anything?” he asked in the lowest of
whispers.

His watch in his hand, Doctor Cameron sat as still as he. With
its ticking there mingled a distant sound of snapping sticks, of
something pushing through bushcs just as they hLad done in their
approach to the hlit. The sounds came nearcr, accompanied by
voice}:. Ewen'’s grip grew tighter, and the Doctor put back his
watch.

“Ay, itisa hut!” called out a man’s voice. “Come on, cully—
damn these hollies! I warrant he's in here! Come on, I tell you,
or he may bolt for it!”
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“I'm coming as quick as I can,” shouted another voice. The
cracklings and tramplings increased in volume. Ewen slipped his
hdnd into his pockety took out one of Lord Aveling's elegant
pistols, and closed his cousin’s fingers over 1t.



CHAPTER XV

“’Twas there that we parted—

I

ARCcHIE shook his head with a little smile which said that resist-
ance would be of no use; that their only hope lay in keeping per-
fectly quiet. But Ewen would not take the weapon back.

The men outside could be heard {umbling over the door for
the means of opening it, which, naturally, they could not find.

“Curse it, there’s no way to open thisdoor!” Kicks and blows
were bestowed upon it. “Come out of it, rebel ! ”

“If ye're in there!” added the other voice with a snigger.

“There ain’t no means of knowing that till we get the door
open,” said the first voice.

“lf there was a lock we could blow it open, but there ain’t
none.”

“Do you stay and watch the place, then, and Ill be off and
fetch the captain; he ain’t far off now.’

“And while you're doing that the rebel will burst out and
murder me and be ofl! Maybe, too, there’s more than this
Doctor Cameron in there!”

“You're a good-plucked one, ain’t you!” observed the first
voice scornfully. “You go for Captain Craven then; and I'll
wyarrant no onc comes out of this hut without getting something
from this that'll stop his going far!” By the sound, he smacked
the butt of his musket.

“Good! TI'll not be long, then, I promise you.” The speaker
could be heard to run off, and the man who remainec'. either to
keep up his courage or to advertise his presence, began to
whistle.

Ewen and his cousin looked into each other’s eyes, fearing
even to whisper, and each read the same answer to the same
question. If they attempted to break out and run for it before
the captain and the main body came up, it was beyond question
that, since they could not suddenly throw open the door, but

174
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must first pull down their barricade, at the cost of time and
nqise, the man outside, forewarned by their movements, could
shoot one or both as they dashed out. Moreover. wounded or
unwounded, they would undoubtedly be in worse case in the
open, the alarn once given by a shot, than if they remained per-
fectly silent, ‘as close as weasels’, in their hiding-place. There
was always a chance that the officer, when he came, would
pooh-pooh the idea of anyone’s being inside the deserted-looking
little structure and would not have the door broken open . .
even, perhaps, a chance that he would not bring his men here
atall.

But it was a hard thing to do, to sit there and wait to be
surrounded.

It was too hard tor [Cwen. After four or five minutes he put
his lips to Archie’s car. “] am going to open the door and rush
out on him,” hc breathed. “l have another pistol. Ile will
probably chase me, and then you can get away.” e had brought
off that same manceuvre so successfully once —why not
again?

gB»ut Archie clutched his arm firmly. “No, you shall not do it!
And in any case . . . I think it is too late!” For the musician
outside had ceased in the middle of a bar, and next instant was
to be heard shouting,«“This way, sir—in the clcaring here!”

Then there was the tramp of a good many teet, coming at
the double.” Oh, what did it matter in that moment to Ewen if
the Cause were once more sinking in a bog of false hopes! For
the safety of the man beside him, whom he loved, he would have
bartercd any levics that ever were to sail from Prussia or Sweden.
But the issuc was not n his hands .

“Why were we so (raszy as to come in here!” he murmured
under his breath. O God, that [ had never seen this hut!*

Archibald Camcron had loosed his arm. He still held the
pistol, but in a manner which suggested that he did not mean
to use it. From the orders which they could hear being given
the hut was now surrounded. The door was then pushed at hard
from without, but as before, when it had been attempted, it
would not budge an inch. .

“Did you hcar any sound within while you kept watch,
Hayter:” asked the officer’s voice.

“No, sir, I can’t say that I did.”

“Yet the door is evidently made fast from within. It is diffi-
cult to see how that can be unless someone is still inside. There
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is no window or other opening, is there. out of which a man
could have got after fastening the door.”

“No, sir,” was shouted, apparently from the back of the hut

“Forbye the hole there’ll be in the thatch for letting out the
lt'ﬁek, sir,” suggested another voice, and a Scoftish voice at

at.

“But a man would hardly get out that way,” answered the
officer. “No, there’s nothing for it but to break in the door.”

Two or three musket butts were vigorously applied with this
intention, but in another moment the officer’s voice was heard
ordering the men to stop, and in the silence which ensued could
be heard saying, “Aye, an excellent notion! Then wc shall know
for l::ertain, and save time and trouble. One of you give him a
back.”

The two motionless men on the bench inside looked dumbly
at each other. What was going to happen now? A scrambling
sound was heard against the log wall of the hut, and Archie
pointed mutely upwards. They were scnding a man to climb up
and look in through the hole left for the smoke. ¢

Ewen ground his teeth. They had ncither of them thought of
that simple possibility. The game was up, then; they could do
nothing against such a survey. His cousin, however, possibly
from previous cxperience in ‘skulking’, advised in dumb show
one precaution: pulling Ewen’s sleeve to attract his attention,
he bowed his hcad until it rested on his folded arms, thrusting
his hands at the same moment out of sight. For a moment Ewen
thought that the object of this posture was to escape actual
identification, not very probable anyhow in the semi-darkness;
then he realised that its purposc was that the lighter hue of their
faces and hands should not be discernible to the observer. For a
secorfid or two he dallicd with an idea which promised him a
grim satisfaction—that of firing upwards at the blur of a face
which would shortly, he supposed, pcer in at that fatal aperture
in the thatch. But to do that would merely be to advertise their
presence. So he followed Archibald Cameron’s example, and
they sat there, rigid and huddled upon themsel s, trusting that
in the bad light they would, after all, be invisible. And if so,
then, to judge from the officer’s words, the latter would be con-
vinced of the emptiness of the hut and would draw off the party
bvs;ithout breaking in the door. O God, if it might be so, if it might

so!

The scrambling sound had reached the thatch now. Half of
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Ewen’s mind was praying for Archie’s life, the other wrestling
with a perverse inclination to glance up. And, queerly mingled
with that impulse, camge a memory of his childish interpretation
of the text, ‘Thou, God, scest me’, when he uscd to picture a
gigantic Eye, looking down through his bedroom cciling. . . .
Eternities of waiting seemed to spread out, and then, abruptly,
to collapse like a shut fan with the jubilant shout from above:
“He’s here, Captain, and therc’s two of them! I can see them
lain!”
P By the sound, the speaker slid down with the words from
his post, and, almost simultaneously too, came another blow
on the door, and the ritual command, “Open in the King's
name!”

The cousins both lifted their heads now, and Archie, hopeful
to the last, laid a finger dn his lips. The order was repeated;
then, as if uncontrollably, blows began to rain on the door.

“Come out and surrender yoursclves!” called the officer’s
voice sternly, and another shouted, ‘“Use that log there, ye fools
—'tis heavier than the butts!”” and yet another cried excitedly,
“What if we was to fire the thatch, sir?”

And at that, quite suddenly, the battle madness of the High-
lands, the mire chatha, came upon Ewen Cameron, and he went
berserk. This was to pe a trapped beast, an otter at bay . . . an
otter, any beast shows fight then! Did the redcoats anticipate
coming in unhindered to take them, or that they, Highlanders
both, would tamely suffer themsclves to be burnt out? He
sprang up. Archie had got up too, and was holding out his hand
to him and saying, through the hail of blows upon wood which
almost drowned his + ords, “My dearest lad, I hope they’ll let
you go tree!”

From his kinsman’s next action this seemed unlikely i the
extreme. Thrusting the second pistol at Doctor Cameron with
“Take this too—I'll need both hands!” Ewen scized the great
rusty axe from the corner and flung himself against the barri:
caded portal just as one of the up-ended logs which wedged it
slipped and fell, dislodged by the blows under which the door
was quivering, and set against it the living prop of his own
shoulder.

“Ewen, Ewen,” besought his companion in great distress, ‘* "tis
useless—worse than useless! My time has come!” But Ardroy
did not even seem to hear him, leaning with all the might of his
strong body against the door, his right hand gripping the axe, his
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left arm outspread across the wood trying to get a hold on the
logs of the wall beyond the hinges

Suddenly a crackling sound above shoyed that the suggestion
just made had been cartied out, and the roof-thatch fired, prob-
ably by a brand flung upwards The thatch, however, was damp
and burnt sullenly, yet 1n a moment or two some eddies of
smoke, caught by the wind, dritted 1n through the aperture.
Then the flame caught, perhaps, a drier patch, and a sudden
thick wave of smoke, acrid and stifling, drove downwards 1n the
gloom as though looking for the fugitives But already the door
was beginning to splinter m several places The assailants seemed
to guess that 1t was buttressed now with the body of one of the
besieged  * Stand away from that door, you within there,”
shouted the ofhicer, “or | fire!”

“Fire, then, and be damned to you'’ said kwen under his
breath “Get back, Archie, get back'’

But, instead of a bullet, there came stabbing through one of
the newly made little breaches in the door, like a snake, a tongue
of stcel, bayonet or sword It caught Lwen just behind and
below the shoulder pressed agunst the door, a trifle more to one
side and 1t might have gone through the armpit into the lung  As
1t was, 1t shd along his shoulder blade Involuntarily Ardroy
sprang away from the doot as mmvoluntarily dropping the axe
and clapping his right hand to the scat of the hot, searing pain

‘“Are you hurt?” exclaimed his cousin  “O Fwen, tor God’s
sake—"

‘ They atre not going to take you as easily as they think!”
said Lwen between his teeth, and, with the blood running down
his back under his shirt, he pounced on the tfallen axe again
The door shivered all over and by the time he had recovered his

-weapnn he saw that it was giving, and that nothing could save
1t He pushed Archie, still imploting him to desist, roughly
away “Keep out of sight, for Gods sake!” he whispered
hoarsely, and, gripping the axe with both hands, stood back a
little the better to swing 1t, and also to avoid havu , the door
collapse upon him

In another moment 1t fell inwards with a bang and a noise
of rending hinges, and there was revecaled, as 1n a trame, the
group of scarlet-clad figures with their eager faces, the glitter of
weapons, the tree-trunks beyond And to those soldiers who
had rushed to the daitk entrance Cameron of Ardroy also was
visible, against the gloom and smoke within, towering with the
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axe ready, his eyes shining with a light more daunting even than
thp weapon he held. They hesitated and drew back.

The officer whippeddout his sword and came forward.

‘“Put down that axe, you madman, and surrender Archibald
Cameron to thg law!”

“Archibald Cameron is not here!” shouted back Ewen. “But
you come in at your peril!”

None the less, whether he trusted in his own superior quick-
ness with his slighter weapon, or thought that the rebel would
not dare to usc his, Captain Craven advanced. And neither of
these hypotheses would have saved him . . . though he was
saved (luckily for Ewen). For the Ilighlander in uis transport
had forgotten the small proportions of the place in which he
stood, and his own height«and reach of arm. The smashing two-
handed blow which he aimed at the Englishman never touched
him; with a thud which shook the doorway the axe buried itself
in the lintel above it; and as Ewen with a curse tried to wrench
it out, the haft, old and rotten, came away in his hand, leaving
the head imbedded above the doorway, and himself weapon-
less.

As he saw the axe sweeping down towards him the young
officer had naturally sprung back, and now, before Ewen had
time (o recover himlf, the sergeant rushed past his superior
and seized Ardroy round the "ody, trying to drag him out. As
they struggled with each other—-all danger from the axe being
now over—another man slipped in. got behind the parr, and
raised his (lubbcd mushet. Archic sprang at the invader and
grabbed at his arm, and though he only half-caught it, his act did
diminish the ficrce i1.pact of the blow, and probably saved
Fwen fromn having I s head split open. As it was, the musket butt
felled him instantly; his knees gave, and with a stifled cry he
toppled over in the scrgeant’s hold, his weight bringing the
soldier down with him.

But the redcoat got up again at once, while Fwen, with blood
upon his hair, lay face downwards across the fallen door, the
useless axe shaft still clutched in one hand; and it was over his
motionless body that Archibald Cameron wds brought out of
his last refuge.
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2

“Inversnaid,” said Ewen to himself n a thick voice. “Inver-
snaid on Loch Lomond—that is where I must gg Which is the
way, if you please?”

He had asked the question, it seemed to him, of so many
people whom he had passed, and not one had answered him.
Sometimes, it was true, these people bore a strong resemblance
to trees and bushes, but that was only their cunning, because
they did not want to tell him the way to Inversnaid. He was
not quite sure who he himself was, either, nor indeed what he
was doing here, wandering in this bare, starlit wood, stumbling
over roots and stones. But at least he understood why Ewen
Cameron had thought him drunk, when he had only received a
blow on the head—poor Hector !

“Poor Hector!” he repeated, putting up a hand to it. It was
bandaged, as he could feel. Who had done that? Doctor Kin-
caid? But he could not sce Loch Treig anywhere! this was a
woo(cli, and the wood people refused to tell him the way to Inver-
snaid.

It was not very dark in the wood, however, for it was a clear,
windy night, and the starlight easily penetrated the stripped
boughs of it; only under the pines were there pools of shadow.
It was now some time since Ewen had discovered that he was
lying out in the open, under a tree, and no longer sitting in the
little hut which he faintly remembered, where Archie and he
had been together one day; some time since he had got with
difficulty to his feet, had lurched to that very hut, and, holding
on tight to the doorway, had looked in at its black emptiness,
and wondered why the door lay on the ground. Yet it was while
he stood propped there that the name of Inversnaid had come
to him with an urgency which he could not interpret, and he had
turned at once in what he felt was the direction of Loch Lomond.
He was in no state to realise that it was much less the absence
of a warrant against him than the impossibility of transporting
him, in his thert inert condition, over miles of the roughest
country to Inversnaid which had saved him, in spite of the re-
sistance which he had oifered, from being taken there as a
prisoner himself.

Ah, here was a tree or bush of some kind, covered with red
flowers—holding a lantern—very odd, that! No, two of them,
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both with lights. The first was a female bush—a rose tree, by
the look; one must be polite to it. He tried to doff his hat, but
hé’had none. “Madarp, will you tell me the shortest way to
Inversnaid ?”

The kind bush replied that she would take him there; and
then she drew’ an arm through hers, while the other lantern-
bearing tree did the same. And so, at last, he found someone to
help him on his journey.

“He’s clean crazed, James,” said Mrs. Stewart, showing an
anxious face above her red and green flowered shawl as she
looked round the lurching figure which she was guiding at the
man who was performing the same office on the gther side. “I
don’t know what we are going to do with him now that we have
found him.” *

“Pit him tae bed and gar him bide quiet,” responded the prac-
tical James. “Haud up, sir; ye maun lift yer feet a wheen
higher, if ye plcase.”

“I remember now, the blade came off the axe,” said Ewen
suddenly, his eyes fixed as though he were seeing something
ahead. He had been silent for some time, though talkative at
first. “If it had not, I should have killed that officer, and some of
the other redcoats top, perhaps.”

“Ay, I mak nae doot 0’ it,” agreed James Stoddart soothingly,
and they went on again, while behind the three pattered the
little barefoot girl whom the soldier had chased that afternoon.
It was she who, having hung about in the wood instead of going
home, had played Mcrcury, and had given Mrs. Stewart, already
horrified by the news of Doctor Cameron’s capture, the further
tidings that the other geatleman had been left lying as if he were
dead, at the spot of thc disaster. Yet, though she had been «fraid
to go near him, she reported having seen him move. On that
Mrs. Stewart had summoned the only person likely to be of use,
James Stoddart, her gardener and factotum, and had set out for
the hut in the wood.

“I doubt this is not the way to Loch Lomond,” said Ewen,
stopping dead all at once. “Madam, you arc mjsleading me, and
that is worse than not answering.” He looked down at Mrs.
Stewart rather threateningly.

“Man,” said James Stoddart stoutly, “‘dinna haver, but trust
the leddy! She kens whaur tae tak ye. Come on noo, we're
gey near the place.” (And this was true, in the sense which he
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gave to the phrase, for Ewen’s previous wanderings in the wood
had all the time been leading him back in the direction of the
house above the Calair.

“Come, Mr. Cameron,” added Mrs. Stewart gently.

“My name is Grant,” retorted Ewen with some irritation.
“Hector Grant, an officer in the French service.” ' And under his
breath he promptly began to sing snatches of ‘Malbrouck’.

But when he got to ‘Ne sait quand reviendra’, he broke off
“Yes, he’s gone, and God knows when he will return. .
'Madame a sa tour monte,’” it says. Will you go up into your
tower, madam, to look out for him? But there was a man who
looked in—through the roof. That is not in the song.” He
wrinkled his brows, and added, like a pettish child, “When shall
we be through this wood? Iam so weary of it!”

Yet for the rest of the night he walked in it, always trying to
find the way to Loch Lomond, long after Mrs. Stewart and James
Stoddart had somehow got him into the house, and into the bed
which Archie Cameron had occupied but the night before. And
not until she had him lying there, still babbling faintly of doors
and axes and eyes in the roof and Inversnaid and Loch Treig, and
also of a stolen horse and some letter or other, and once or twice
of his brother-in-law Ewen Cameron, did Mrs. Stewart, just out-
side the room, bring forth her pocket-handkerchief.

“The Doctor betrayed and taken, this gentleman‘that tried to
save him clean broke in his wits—O James, what a weary day’s
work! And to think that but this morning I was baking, and the
bread never came forth better! Had I the second sight, as I
might have, being Highlan ’

“If ye had it, mem,” broke in James Stewart “—not that I
belic ’e any has it; "tis an idle and mischievous supersteetion—
ye and the laird wad ne’re have ta’en the Doctor intil the hoose,
and y’d hae been spared a’ this stramash.”

But Mrs. Stewart was already drying her cyes. “If it comes to
that,” she retorted with spirit, “a body might think it wiser never
to have been born, and that would be a poor choice.’

“There’s ae man will be wishing the nich he hadna been, I'm
thinkin’,” observed the gardener uncompromisingly, ‘“‘and that’s
Doctor Cameron.”

“Doctor Cameron will be wishing no such thing,” returned
his mistress. “He's a brave man, and used to running risks,
though he’ll be grieving indeed for the blow his taking is to the
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Prince. Ah me, what will the laird say when he hears the news!”

“Humph,” said her downright companion, “the Doctor will
be frieving for mair than Prince Charlie. He kens weel they'll
hang him, the English.”

“Nonsense, James,” retorted Mrs. Stewart. “The English have
not sufficient chuse nor evidence against him. le has done
nothing they can lay their fingers on. But no doubt they'll put
him in prison, and for long enough, I fear.”

“Nay, ye'll sce, mem, he’ll not bide lang in prison,” predicted
James Stoddart, shaking his head with a certain gloomy satis-
faction. And yet, Presbyterian and Lowlander though he was,
he was perfectly staunch to his master’s political crced, and no
tortures would have drawn any admissions from him. “A kind
and bonny gentleman too, the Doctor.” he went on, “‘but for a’
he never said aught as he w&nt aboot his business in these pairts,
whatever it was, he kenned fine what wad happen him if the
redcoats catched him. [saw it whiles in his ce.”

“You have too much imagination, James Stoddart,” said Mrs.
Stewart a trifle severely—and most unjustly. Turning from him
she tiptoed back into the room for a moment. “I think the poor
gentleman is quicting down at last,” she reported, returning. “I
shall go to bed for a while. Do you sit with him and give him a
drink if he asks for it—and for God's sake hold your tongue on
the subject of the Doctor’s being hanged!™

“I've nac need tae hauld it,” responded the irrepressible James.
“If the gentleman didna ken it too, and ower weel, wadna he hae
keepit his skin hale on his back and his heid frae yon muckle
dunt it’s gotten?”



CHAPTFR XVI

The Door in Ar]ington Street

I

THE trees of St. James’s Park this May afternoon made a bright
green canopy over the hooped and powdered beauties who sailed
below, over the gentlemen in their 'wide-skirted coats and em-
broidered satin waistcoats, the lap-dogs, the sedan-chairs, the
attendant black boys and footmen, and also, since spring leaves
flutter equally above the light heart and the hcavy, over a tall,
quietly dressed young man 1n a brown tie-wig wha, was making
his way, with the air of looking for someone, among the loungers
in the Birdcage Walk. Of the glances, which despite his plain
attire, more than one fine lady bestowed upon him he was com-
pletely unconscious; he was too unhappy.

The wecks of Ewen'’s convalescence at Glenbuckie had been
bad, but this was worse—to come to London directly onc was
physically fit for it, only to find that no scheme of real value
was on foot to save Archibald Cameron from the fate which
seemed to be awaiting him. Taken from Inversnaid to Stirling,
and from Stirling to Fdinburgh Castle, Doctor Cameron had been
brought thence with a strong cscort to London, arriving in the
capital on the sixtcenth of April, the very anniversary of Cullo-
den. Ile had been examined the next day before the Privy
Counail at Whitehall, but it was common knowledge that they
had got from him neither admissions nor disclosures, and he had
been taken back a close prisoner to the Tower. That was nearly
a month ago.

At first, indecd, his bandaged head on the prllow which had
been Archie’s, Ewen had known little about past or present. Mrs.
Stewart, aided by Peggy (so Peggy herself was convinced), had
nursed him devotedly, and the task had perhaps helped her to
forget her own anxiety on her husband’s account, for Duncan
Stewart had been arrested as he was returning from Perth.

184
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Luckily, however, for Ewen, once Mr. Stewart’s person was
secured his house had not becn searched. But a considerable
harvest of suspects hadybeen reaped, as kwen was to find when
he came perfectly to himself, for his own cousin John Cameron
of Fasscfern, Ipchiel's and Archic’s brother, had been impris-
oned, and Cameron of Glenevis as well, and there was glec in
Whig circles, where it was rccognised what a blow to a dying
cause was Archibald Cameron’s capture. Of Lochdornic there
was no news, but a warrant had been 1ssued against him.

Ewen himsclf, who had arrived in London but the day pre-
viously, had now come to St. James’s Park merely to scarch for
a Scottish Jacobite gentleman of his acquaintance. one Mr.
Galbraith, who, on nheriting a small estate {romi an English
relative, had settled in L'ngland and had a house in Westminster.
Had he not been told that Mr. Galbraith was walking here with
a friend Fwen would not have chosen so gay a promenade. It
was the first time that he had ever been in London, and though
he was not unaccustonmed to cities, knowing Paris well, not to
speak ol I'dinburgh, he seccmed to feel here, and to resent, an
unusual atmosphere of well-to-do assurance and privilege. Even
the trees had not to struggle out with difficulty in this place, as
in the North.

None too soon for &is wishes, he caught sight of the clderly
Mr. Galbraith at a distance, talking earnestly to a tall, thin
zentleman with a stoop. Just before the IHighlander reached
them this gentleman took his leave, and Mr. Galbraith came on
alone, his head bent, his hands holding his cane behind his back,
so decp in thought that he almost ran into Lwen.

“I beg your pardon, sir ... why, it is Mr. Camcron of Ardroy!”
He held out his hand. ‘What are you doing in London? | am
very glad to sec you again, however, very glad!” ®

Ewen glanced round. No one was within earshot. “I have
come to try what ] can do for my unfortunate kinsman in the
Tower. It must be possible to do something! You have studied
the law, Galbraith; you can tell me of what worth is any evi-
ience which can be brought against him at his trial.”

“At his trial!” repeated Mr. Galbraith with an intonation
which Ewen found strange. But then some noisy beaux went
past, and he stopped, took Ewen’s arm, and piloted him to a more
secluded spot where a hawthorn-trece invited to a seat on the
bench below it. But they dic not sit down.

“Doctor Cameron will not be so fortunate as to have a trial,”
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resumed Mr. Galbraith. “You have not heard that—but no, I
have only just heard it myself this afternoon. I was even pow
discussing it with a fricnd from the Temgple.”

“No trial!” stammecred Ewen. “But, Mr. Galbraith, in Great
Britain an accused man must have a trial . . . it is illegal . ..
it—"

“It is perfectly legal in this case,” said Mr. Gailbraith gravely.
“Have you forgotten that Doctor Cameron’s attainder of 1746
has never been reversed? He will be brought up quite soon
now, it is thought, for sentence to be pronounced . . . and the
sentence will probably take its course.”

A gust of wind shook down some hawthorn petals between
them. Cwen’s eycs tollowed them to the ground.

“You mean to say,” and he found a difficulty in speaking,
“that he will be put to death on a charge seven years old for a
course of action on account of which so many have since made
their peace and been amnestied?”

“But he has never made his peace nor been amnestied. He
was exempted from the Act of Indemnity, as you kfiow, because
he did not surrender himself in time. Surely if he is your kins-
man you must always have known that, Ardroy?”

“I knew, naturally, that he was exempted from the Act. But
to proceced to this extremity is iniquitous,” said Ewen hotly,
“—unworthy cven ol the Elector and his parasites? T'o deny a
man a fair trial—" '

Mr. Galbraith put his hand on his arm. “My dear Ardroy,
remember where you are, and be careful of your language! You
will not help your kinsman by getting yourself arrcsted. Come
home with me now, and we will talk the matter over quietly.”

They left St. James's Park and its throngs in silence. The
beatity of the trees in the sunlhight was hatetul to I wen; the sun-
light itsclf was hatcful, and these laughing, careless men and
women in their bright clothes more hateful still. They were of
the same race, too, as the Crown lawyers who were going to
do this heartless thing under a show of legality.

And yet, for all the resentment in his heart, through which
throbbed the long-memoried and vengetul Celuc blood, there
was also a voice there to which he did not wish to listen, appeal-
ing to the innate sense of justice which had come to him from
some other strain, telling him that the English could hardly be
blamed for using this weapon ready to their hand if they con-
sidered Archibald Cameron so dangerous a foe to their peace.
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And again another, as sombre and hollow as the wind in a
lonely corrie, whispering that this was what he had always
feafed.

In Mr. Galbraith’s co:nfortablc. dark-panelled house in West-
minster Ardroy talked little; he listened. No, said his compatriot,
there had not becn a great deal of interest shown when Doctor
Cameron was brought to London 1n April, so many pcople being
out of town with the Duke, horse-racing at Newmarket. Should
popular feeling be sufliciently aroused it was possible that pres-
sure might be brought to bear on the Government. As to why
the authorities preterred to rely upon the old sentence of
attainder rather than to try Doctor Cameron for treason, it was
said very secretly —and here Mr. Galbraith, in his own library,
dropped his voice and glanced round -it was said that the
Government had sufficient cvidence to hang him if he were
brought to trial, but did not wish to use it because to do so
would probably reveal the source through which it was acquired.

“I should not have thought their hands so clean that they need
hold back for that!” commented | wen scornfully.

His host shook his head. ‘““That is not the reason for their
reluctance—yet, mind you. Ardroy, this is but a theory, and
whispeted only in corners at that! The Government are said to
have the evidence from an informer whose identity they do not
wish kitown. Whoever he may be, he is cither too highly placed
or too usctul®to expose.”

Disgust and wrath fought together in his hearer. “An in-
former! Pah! But, ycs, there has been treachery; I know that
well. I wish I had the wringing of the scoundrel’s neck; but he
is, I think, some man up 1n Perthshire - -in Scotland at any rate.
And the Government ar¢ so tender of him that they do not wish
his identity disclosed! If Doctor Cameron is sacrificed 1 think
it will not be impossible to find him, protected or no! But that’s
for ... liter on. Now, Mr. Galbraith, what do you think of the
chances of a rescue from the Tower?”

“I think nothing of them,” said the Scot emphatically. “A
rescue is impossible; an escape only feasible by some such strata-
gem as Lady Nithsdale employed to save her kusband after the
’Fifteen, and such a stratagem has a very small chance of suc-
ceeding the second time. No, the only hope is that, for what-
ever reason, the Government should sce fit to commute the
sentence which is, I fear, surc to be pronounced. .. You’ll stay
and sup with me, [ hope, Ardroy, for I have some friends bidden
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with whom I should like to make you acquainted. To-morrow
evening, if you will allow me, I shall take you to the ‘Whlte
Cock’ in the Strand, and present you to some of those Who
frequent it. It may be,” said Mr. Galbraith somewhat doubt-
fully, “that in the multitude of counsellors there is wisdom. .

2

It was late, atter eleven o’clock, when Lwen left Mr.
Galbraith’s housc in Westminster and started to walk back to
Half Moon Street, oft Piccadilly, where he lodged over a vint-
ner’s. All the time he wished that he were walking eastwards,
towards the Tower. But what would be the use? He could not
gain admission if he were.

The hand of Care lay tast upon his shoulder, and to dull the
pressurc he turned his thoughts, as he walked, to the one bright
spot in the last few weeks—Alison’s visit to Glenbuckic. Un-
known to him, Mrs. Stewart had contrived to get word of his
condition to Ardroy, and the convalescent woke one day to feel
his wife’s ips upon his brow. e had made much more notice-
able progress towards recovery atter that.

There were other patches of sunlight, too, in those heavy days;
little Peggy Stewart had imade one of them. More than once, in
the early part ol his illness, he had wakened to find beside him a
small, sedate and very attentive watcher whose'legs dangled
from the chair in which she was installed, and who said, when
he opened his cyes, “I will tell Mamma that you arc awake, sir,”
and slipped importantly down from her sentry-post. Later had
come conversation: ‘Have you a little girl, sir?” and the com-
ment, made with great decision, when the small damsel heard of
twoeboys, that she thought a little girl would be better. Another
time it was, ‘You never cated my bread mannie! Mamma found
it in your pocket.” ‘I am very sorry, Peggy,” Ewen had meekly
replied. ‘I am sure it would have been very good.” Peggy also
expressed regret that his hair had been cutted off; ar 1 this was
the first intimation which Ewen received that his fevered head
had been shorn,eand that when he was restored to the outer
world he would in consequence have to wear a wig—as, indeed,
most men did.

Alison on her arrval, like Peggy, had lamented that operation,
and when her husband, making a jest which for him held a pang,
suggested that he might take the opportunity of wearing a black
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wig in order to change his appcarance, Alison had cried out in
horror. She did not desire his appearance changed . . . and then,

Aerstandmg the reasqn of his speech, was all tor anything that
would serve to disguise him, particularly when she found, to her
dismay, that he was sct upon going to lIondon dircctly the
journey was possible for him, entirely abandoning his long-
cherished idea of cngaging an advocate for himself at kdinburgh.
To that course, in the end, she became at last partially reconciled,
and longed to accompany him, separated from him so long as
she had been, and feeling that he would not be fit to look after
himself for a while yct. But the great obstacle to this plan had
been, not the children, since Aunt Margaret was back at Ardroy
now, but the stark, bare obstacle which wreck, so many desires
—want of money. Alison had brought her husband all that she
could raise at the moment, but it wonld barely suflice for his own
outfit, journey and maintenance 1 London. So she must stay
bchind. *““And besides,” as she said bravely, “what could I do
towards saving the Doctor, Lwen? I am not his wife, and can-
not play the®part of Lady Nithsdale.”

Lady Nithsdale! Ilere, within three miles of the Tower, those
wards of Alison’s came bach 1o him, and Mr. Galbraith’s of this
afternoun, who had said that part would never again be played
with success. Had 1t any chance of prospering, then that brave
woman, Jean Cameron, who was Archie’s wife, was of the stuff
to play it. But she was in Fran.e.

Fwen could not throw off the shadow which dogged him.
Why, why had he ever persuaded his cousin to shelter in the
woodcutter’s hut? Indecd, if the fairics had put it there, as
Archie had suggested, it had been for no good purpose. Ile saw
it again, accursed little place, as he walked up St. James’s Street
in surroundings so wideiy difterent, glancing back at the P8lace
front a< he crossed to the farther side. And it occurred to him
how strange it was that he should be walking about London
perfectly unmolested, when if the authorities herc knew of his
doings at Fort William and Glenbuckie, or if he were to meet
Lord Avcling coming out of one of the clubs or coffee-houses
which abounded in this region—as well he ntight, though not
perhaps at so late an hour as this . . . But he felt beyond troubling
over his cwn fate.

As yect the Highlander hardly knew his way about London.
and at the junction of Bennet Street with Arlingten Strect made
a mistake, turned to the left instead of to the right, and, being
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deep in thought, went on without at once realising that he was
in a cul-de-sac. Then, brought up by the houses at the end, he
stopped, wondering where he had got to. As he tried to take his
bearings the door of a house on the opposite side, almost in the
angle, opened a little way, and a gentleman muffled in a cloak
slipped very quietly, almost stcalthily, out. A 'man who must
have becn waiting for him outside stepped forward and took
the burning torch out of its holder by the door to light him
home—though Arlington Strcet itself was sufficiently well lit.
The two crosscd near Ewen, whom perhaps they did not notice,
and made for the little street up which he had just come. Ewen
turned quickly and looked after them. For the cloaked gentle-
man had spoken to his attendant in Gaelic, bidding him, some-
what sharply, hold the torch more steady.

The two were Highlanders then! Ewen stifled the half-
impulse to follow and accost them which the sound of that
beloved tongue had raised in him. After all they were no con-
cern of his, and he certainly did not know the speaker, who was
young and wore his reddish hair unpowdered, for his hat cocked
at a rakish angle suffered the torchlight to gleam for an instant
upon it.

pSome Highlander, Jacobite or Whig—more probbly the latter
who knew intimately a man of positian, to judge {rom the
elegant new brick house from which he had emerged. Well, God
knew he only wished that he had a friend with influcnce, living
in this street, which looked as if it housed people of importance.

3

Next cvening, a rainy one, Mr. Galbraith took Ewen, as he
hadpromised, to the ‘White Cock’ in the Strand to introduce
him to some of its habitués. The Highlander was struck with
the discreet and unassuming appearance of this Jacobite resort
—which some said should be called ¢n toutes lettres ‘The White
Cockade’—the narrow passage in which 1t was situate ¥, the dis-
arming and rather in. onvenient short flight of steps which led
into its interior. But if its accessories were discreet there did not
seem to be much of that quality about 1ts customers. Already
Ardroy had been a little astonished at the openness with which
Jacobite sentiments were displayed in London. But was this
merely vain display ? had the tendency roots, and was it likely
in the present instance to bear fruit? Somchow, as he talked
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with the men to whom his fellow-countryman presented him, he
began to doubt 1t.

sle had been there perhaps three-quarters of an hour or more
when the door at thd top of the steps, opening once again,
admitted a man who removed his wet cloak to his arm and stood
a moment looleing round with a certun air of hesitation, as one
searching for an acquamtance, or cven, perhaps, a trifle unsure
of his reception Then he threw back his head 1n a gesture which
was not unfanuhiar o [ wen, who happened to be watching him,
and came down the steps.

Ardroy got up It could not be! Yet, unlikely as 1t seemed, it
was Hector! Ardroy hurried forward, and Hector's eyes fell
upon him.

“Lwen! you here mn [ondon!” Thcre was not only astonish-
ment but unmistakable rctief in Treutenant Grant’s tone Lwen
was even more sutprscd to see him, but not particularly re-
Lieved What on cartn had brought Icctor to London again—
or had he never rejomned his regiment last January ?

“I'll tell you m a moment why I am mn I ngland,” said the
young officer hurriedly * \Whatincredible good tortune that you
should be herc! Come with me to my lodging—'tis not far oft

“Tirt_howeva, let me present you—" began Lwen; but
Hec tor broke 1n, *“Anotha time -not to mght, another time!”
and began to ascend the steps again

Puszled Iewcn said that he moast excuse himself to his friend
Mr Galbraith, and going back he did so By the time he got up
the steps [Hector himscdt was outside s face in the hight of
the lamp over the doorway had a strange wretchedness, or so
Ewen thought

“Hector, 15 aught 1m. s with you?”

“Ami»s?” queried s brotherin law with o sort of Igugh
“I'm ruined unless But come to my lodging and you shall
hear ”’ Scizing Ardroy by the aim he thercupon hurried him off
through the rain  No, he had not got into trouble over his out-
staycd leave, and he had only atrived 1n London that morning.

“And God be praised that I have met with you, Ewen—though
I cannot think why you are here ” .

“Surcly you can guess that,” said Ardroy “Because of Archi-
bald Cameron I thought it must be the same with you”

“So 1t 15,”" answered Hectot, with what sounded hike a groan.
“Here we are—beware the star, 'tis very ill ht” He guided his
kinsman into an upstairs room, fumbled with tinder and steel,
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and lit a lamp so carelessly that the flame flared high and smoky
without his noticing it. “Archibald Cameron—ay, my God,
Archibald Cameron!” he said, and turned away. 0

“Don’t take it so much to heart, Eachalnn,” said Ewen kindly,
laying a hand on his shoulder. “'Tis not quite hopcless yet.”

“God! you don’t know yet what it is I'm taking to heart!”
exclaimed Hector with startling bitterness. “Oh, I'm gricved
to the soul over the Doctor . . . but unless I can disprove the
slander about his capture I am ruined, as I told you, and may as
well blow my brains out!”

Ewen stared at him in astonishment. “My dear Hector, what
slander? Ruined! What in Heaven’'s name are you talking
about?”

Hector seized his wrist. “You have not heard it then? Nor
have they, I suppose, at the ‘White Cock’ or they would have
turned me out sans fagon. 1 tell you I was in a sweat of fear
when I went in; but thank God that I did go, since by it I found
you, and there’s no man in the world I'd sooner have at my back

. more by token since you know the circumstances.”

“But those are just what I don’t know ! exclaimed Ardroy,
more and more bewildered. “Sce, Hector, calm yourself a little
and tell me what you are talking about. Has it anything to do
with Archie?”

“Everything in the world. They are saying over there in Lille,
in the rcgiment—the Doctor’s own regiment and mine—that
‘twas an officer in I'rench service who betrayed him, and some
think that the officer is——" He stopped, his mouth twitching,
his eyes distracted, and made a sort of gesture of pointing to
himself.

“Good God!” ejaculated Ewen in horror. “You! On what
posskile .

“On what grounds? Because of the fatal letter which 1 lost
that day on Loch Treig side, the lctter which, you remember,
we agreed at Fort Willlam had probably never reached the
authorities or done any harm at all—which in any ase was
taken from me by treachery and violence. But they hint, so I
am told, that it wgs written in order to convey information, and
that | gave it to the spy! O my God, that men should whisper
such a thing of me, and that I cannot kill them for it!” Hector
smotec his hands together, and began to pace about the little
room like a wild animal.

But Ewen stood a moment half-stupefied. Too well he knew,
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at least from hearsay, of mutual accusations among Jacobites of
diyergent views. But in Hector's own regiment, among his
fellow-officers . . . Then he recovered himselt.

“Hector,” he said with emphasis, *“that 9tor¥ is sheer non-
sense! 'T'was,a much more recent piece of information than
any contained 1n your letter which led to Archic’s capture.”

“How do you know?” asked the young man, swinging round
with a tragic face. “How do you know that?”

“Because [——-but I'll tell you the whole story in a moment.
“Fust do you tell me——"

“Cwen,” intetrupted his brother-in-law vehemently, “if you'll
only clear me I give you leave, with all my heart, to dirk me
afterwards it you hke.”

Lwen could not keep Back a smile “The inducement is not
overwhelnung. But, Hector,” he added, as a sudden unwelcome
idea smote him, and fic in his turn gripped the young officer by
the arm, *‘I hope to God that you have not deserted—have not
come over without leave?”

“No, no,’Lord Ogilvie gave me leave. He does not believe the
rumour, thank God! le thought it best that I should come; I
had already called out a licutenant in my company . . . un-
fortunately he got wind of it and stopped the mecting. He
thought that 1f T came over I might be able to find out who
ceally was responsible for the Doctor’s capture and thus clear
myself. And 1t goes without saying that 1if there is any scheme
on {oo. for Doctor Cameron’s rclease or rescuce you may count
on me .!v tout mon cceur”

“Alas, I fear that there is none at present,” said Cwen sadly.
“Yet, as regards his cap ure though I cannot give you the name
of the man responstble, I can prove that 1t was not you. But,
Hector who can have put about this slander? Who started it?”

Hectc » shook his head “I could not find out— how does one
discover a thing like that? Nor has anyone dared to tax me
with it directly; 'twas morc hints, sneers, looks. avoidance of
me. And thosc of your name in the regiment were naturally
among the forcmost ”

“You must,” said F'wen, considering, “have been too free
with your tongue over your unlucky loss of that letter last
autumn.”

“Too free with my tongue! I never breathed a word about
it to a soul over there, not even to Lord Ogilvie. I was far too
much ashamed.”
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“And did you not tell anyone when you were in Scotland?”

“Save you, no one.”

“’Tis very strange. Well, tell me what chanced after dur
sudden parting that dark morning at Ardgour, and how you
succeeded in getting over to France.”

Hector told him.

“Dhé!” exclaimed his brother-in-law at the end, “so ‘twas
young Glenshian who helped you to papers! How the devil
did he contrive to do it?”

“Faith, I don’t know overwell. He gave me a letter to some-
one whom I never saw, with a feigned name at that. I was
grateful enough to the future Chief, though there is something
about the man which I find it hard to stomach. You have never
met him, I think. Now, I'wen, keep me in suspense no longer!”

“Stay one moment,” said Ardroy slowly. “You told young
Glenshian—you could not help yoursclf—of the loss of your
nccessary papers; perhaps you told him of the loss of the letter
too?”

A flush fell over ector’s face and his jaw fell 4 trifle. He
thumped the table. “You're right; I did! But he, surely, could
not have sprcad—"

“No, no, I do not suppose that for an instant! It was only
that you said you had told nobody save wee.”

“Nobody over the water nor in Scotland. I vow I had for-
gotten Tinlay MacPhair in [ ondon. tle was so anxious to know
whether I had lost any compromising document. But that he
could have put about such a libel is out of the question. I fear,
however, that he may havc mentioned my misfortune to some
third person . . . But now for your proof, Fwen, which is to
clear me! And tell me, too, how soon you got back from
Ardgéur, and all that has befallen you of late. You look, now
that I sec you closer . . . have you been 1ll by any chance?”

(3]



CHAPTFR XVII

Foresecen and Unforeseen

1

11 had been arranged that Hector should come to I'wen's lodging
early next morming, and that they should both go to wait upon
Mr. Galbraith. I wen the retore rem uned m his room writing a
letter to Alison, but When 1t was alicady thiree-quarters of an
hour past the time appointed, and sull the young man did not
arrive, Atdroy began to get uncasy about him. When an hour
and a quarter had elapch he was walking about his room really
anxious What had the boy been domg? Should he go to the
Strand n search of him? But then he might so ecastly miss him
on the way. \When another twenty miputes had ticked 1tself
away among the suy, moon nd stius of Mis Wilson's great
clock, he strode into his bedroom for his hat. He could wait no
longer; he 1hust go and look for the truant.

And then he hend his landhdy 's voice explaming to some-
one that she thought Mr Cameron must by now have gone out.

“No, I have not,” said [ wen, appearing on the threshold of his
bedroom “Is that youv at last, [Hector? What on earth has
delayed you s0?”

“I'll tell you m a moment,” said young Grant rather hoarsely.
“I have nade what haste I could” And mdeed his brow was
damp, and he sank down in a chair in the sitting-room as if
exhausted. Cwen asked him if he wete 111, for he was clearly
under the sway of some emotion or other; and, when Hector
shook his head, said, “Then tis this business of the slander on
you. Have you discovered something?” .

“No, no, it is not that,” said [ector. And then he got it out
with a jerk. “Ewen, Doctor Cameron was this morning con-
demned to death, without tri1l.”

A club seemed to strike Ewen’s hcad—like that musket butt
in the wood. Yet this news was cxpected.

195
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“How did you hear it?” he asked after a moment’s silence.

“I ... OEwen, I would have given anything to get to you
in time, but I swear that 1t was only by, chance that I wasbn
the spot, and then it was too late. I tried to send a messcnger.
In truth it should have been you, not I, but it was not my
fault!”

A light broke on Ardroy. “You mean that you actually heard
him sentenced?”

Hector nodded, and went on in the same apologetic tone, “It
was all chance and hurry. Had your lodging not been so far
away——"'

“%Iou have scen Archie this morning! Where was he brought
up for sentence, then?”

“At the Court ot King's Bench in Westminster Hall.”

Ewen sat down at the table. “Tell me about it.—No, I do not
blame you, Hector; why should [? Yet I would have given
much . . .” He clenched his hand a sccond on the edge of the
table. “Tell me everything.”

So Hector told him. The story began with his going for an
early walk along the riverside, and finding himself, when he
got to Westminster, in the presence of a considerable crowd,
which, as he then discovered to his surprise, was waiting in the
hopes of getting a glimpsc of that Jacobite,as he was brought by
coach from the Tower to have sentence passed upon him.
“After the first astonishment my thoughts were ‘all of you,
Ewen,” said tHector earncstly, “and I was for coming at once to
fetch you. But it appeared that the Court was already assembled,
and that the prisoner might arrive at any moment. I tried to
get a hackney coach—I could not; I tried to send a messenger—
no one would stir. Then [ thought, ‘If [ cannot warn Twen, who,
afterall, has probably heard of this from another source, I will
at least do my best to get a sight of the Doctor, to tell him how
he scems.’” I had no hope of entering Westminster I1all, since
the press was so great; and moreover those who went in
appeared to have tickets of admission. And the crowd moved
and pushed to such an extent that I began to fear I should not
get the shghtest glimpse of Doctor Cameron when he came;
and, after a while, indeed, I found mvself penned with one or
two others into an angle of the building where [ could see
nothing. However, there was in this angle a small door, and
when the man nearest it, in a fit of annoyance, began to beat
upon it, it was suddenly opened by an official, who grumblingly
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consented to find places for four or five of the nearest—and this
he did.”

*‘And so you heard;-or saw?”

“I did both, though with difficulty, being at the back of the
court, which was crammed with persons like mysclf, and suffo-
catingly hot. The proceedings were quite short. The Doctor
was extremely composed, ncither defiant nor a whit over-
whelmed; he appeared, too, in good health. Nor did he attempt
to deny that he was the person named in the Act of Attainder.”

“Did he make no defence—had he not an advocate?”

“No. The only detence which he made was to say that he
could not have acted otherwise than he did, having to follow
Lochiel, his brother and Chicf, that in the troubles he had always
set his face against reprigals or harsh treatment, of which he
gave some instances, and that his own character would b.ar
investigation in the sime light. Then came that barbarous sen-
tence for high treason, pronounced by one ol the thiee judges
present—the Lord Chiel Justice, I think it was—and, Ewen, it
was not imfgination on my part that he laid particular emphasis
on those words respecting the hanging, ‘but not till you are
dead’, glowering at the Doctor as he uttercd them. Many people
remarked it, and were talking about it afterwards. But Doctor
Camcron was perfetly calm, and merely made a civil bow at
the end; after that, however, he asked earnestly that the cxecu-
tion of the®sentence, which had been fixed for this day fort-
night, might be deferred a little in order to enable him to see
his wife, to whom he had alrcady had permission to write bid-
ding her come to him from France. And he added that she and
their seven children were all dependent upon him, and that it
would be worse than death to him not to see her again. So the
Court decided to instruct the Attorney-General that the sen-
tence should not be carried out u:itil a weck later, on the seventh
of June, in order 1o permit of this. Then the Doctor was re-
moved. and cveryone fought their way out again; and I came
away feeling that if I really belicved my rashness and careless-
ness last September were the cause of Archibald Cameron’s
standing there . . . and where I suppose he may stand in three
weeks’ time—even though no one accused me of it I would
blow my brains out to-night!”

“Be reassured, Hector, they are not the cause!” said Ardroy
in an emotional voice. But his fice was verv haggard. “’Tis |
am the person most immediately responsible, for it was [ who
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found that accursed hut in the wood at Glenbuckie and per-
suaded him to he md mm it. . . Yes, I expected this news, but
that makes 1t no easier to becar—Hec tor, he must be saved sorfe-
how, even if it should mean both our hives!”

“I am quite ready to give mine,” answered, young Grant
simply. “It would bc the best means, too, of clearing my
honour; far the best But we cannot strike a bargain with the
English Government, Lwen, that they should hang us in his
place And I hear that the Tower 15 a very strong prison.”

“I et us go to Westminster and see Mr. Galbraith,” said his
brothcr in-hw

They walked for some distance in silence, and when they
were nearing the top of St James's Street Lwen pulled at his
companion’s arm

“I'et us go this way,” he said abruptly, and they turned down
Arlington Street  “Just from curiosity, I have a desire to
know who lives 1n a certain new housc in the bottom corner
there ”

Hector, usually so alert, seemed too dulled by his recent ex-
pericnce to exhibit erther surprise or curiosity at this proceed-
ing They walked to the end of Arlington Street

“Yes, that 15 thc house,” observed 'wen after a moment’s
scrutiny “Now to find out who lives in1t”

“Why?” asked Hector  And, rousing himself to a rather per-
functory attempt at joculatity, he added, “Remember that you
are 1n company with Alison’s brother, Ardroy, if 1t’s the name
of some fair lady whom you saw go into that house which you
are secking.”

“"Twas a man whom I saw come out of it,” replicd Ewen
briefly, and, noticing a respectable-looking old gentleman in
spectas les advanang down Arhington Street at that moment, he
accosted him with a request to be told who hived at Number
Seventeen.

“Dear me,” sud the old gentleman, pushing his spectacles
into place, and peeting up at the rul speaker, ““you must, indeed,
be a stranger to this pat ol the town, sir, not to know that
Number Seventcers 15 the house ot Mr Ienty Pelham the chief
minister, brother to my Tord Nev castle ”

“I am a stranger,” admutted 1 wen “Thank you, sir.” He
Iifted s hat again, and the old gentleman, ieturning the
courtesy, trotted oft

“Mr Pclham the mnister?” remarked Hector with reviving
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interest. “And whom pray, did you see coming out of Mr.
Pelham’s house?”

*“That is just what it might be useful to discover,” replied
Ewen musingly, “now that one knows how important a per-
sonage lives there "

“But [ supﬁose that a good many people must come out of
it,” objected the young officer. “Why does the particular man
whom you happened to sce so greatly interest you?”

“Because he was a Ilighlander, and it was close upon mid-
night. And as a Highlander—though, naturally, a Whig—if one
could interest him on a fellow-Highlander’s behalf . . . and he
an intimate of Mr. Pelham’s——"

“IHow did you know that he was a Ihighlander, since I take
it that he was not wearing the Iighland dress?”

“Because I heard him rate his scrvant in Crse.”

“That’s proof cnodgh,” admitted Iector. “Would you know
him again if you saw him?”

“I think so. However, the chances are against my having the
good fortéine to do so.” Lwen began to walk on. “I wonder
what Mr. Galbraith will have to say about this morning’s affair.”
And he sighed heavily; there was always much to be said—it
was rather, what was to be done.

2

Darkness had fallen for some time when I'wen neared his
lodging in Half Moon Street again; n foot 1t was nearly cleven
o'clock. But when he was almost at the door he realised that
to enter was out of the question  He must do somcthing active
with his body, and the only form of activity open to him was to
walk —to walk anywhere. So, not knowing or caring wkere he
was going, he turned away agair.

His brain was swimming with talk—talk with Hector, talk at
Mr. Galbraith's, talk at the ‘White Cock’, where the three of
them had supped. Therc 1t had been confidently announced that
public opinion would be so stirred over Doctor Cameron’s hard
case that the Government would be obliged to commute the
sentence, for already its severity seemed like to be the one topic
throughout London. It was reported that many Whigs of high
standing were perturbed about it and the effect which it might
have upon public opinion, coming so long after the rising of
"4, and having regard to the blameless private character of the
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condemned man. It was even said—the wish having perhaps
engendered the idea—that sentence had only been passed in
order that the Elector might exercise his prerogative of mercty,
and by pardoning Doctor Cameron, perhaps at the eleventh
hour, gain over wavering Jacobites by his magnanimity. But
one or two others, less optimistic, had asked with some bitter-
ness whether the party were strong or numerous cnough now to
be worth impressing in this way.

For fully hall an hour Ewen tramped round streets and
squares until, hearing a church clock strike, he pulled himself
out of the swarm of unhappy thoughts which went with him

« for all his fast walking, saw that it was between half-past eleven
and midnight, and tor the lirst time began to consider where he
might be.

He had really become so oblivious of his surroundings as he
went that it was quite a surprise to find himself now in a
deserted, narrow, and not particularly reputablc-looking street.
Surely a few minutes ago—yet on the other hand, for all the
attention he had been paying, it might have been a yuarter of
an hout —he had been 1n a square ot large, imposing mansions.
Had he merely imagined this: were grief and anxiety really
depriving him of his senses? He turned m some bewilderment
and looked back thc way he had come. Lordon was a confusing
town.

It was a hight spring night, and he could scc that Beyond the
end of this narrow street, there were much larger houses, man-
sions even. He was right. But he also saw something which
kept him 100ted there—two men, armed with weapons of some
kind, stealing out of a passage about fifty vards away, and

_hastening to the end of the street where it debouched into the
squares When they got there they drew back into the mouth
of an entry and stood half-crouching, as if waiting.

Surprise and curiocity kept Ewen staring; then he realised
that these men were probably lurking there with a purpose far
from innocent. And cven as he started back towards the cntry
this purpose was revealed, for the bulk of a sedan-chair, with
its porters, came swddenly into view, crossing the cnd of the
street, on its way, no doubt, to one of the great houses in the
square; and instantly the two men darted towards it, flourish-
ing their weapons, which had the appearance of bludgeons.

Ewen quickened his pace to a run, ran in fact with all his
might to the succour of the sedan-chair, which very probably
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contained a lady. He was certainly needed by its occupant, of
whichever sex, for the two chairmen, calling loudly for the
watch, had taken ingloriously to their hecls at the approach of
danger. Before Ewen*came up onc of the footpads had already
lifted the roof of the chair, opened the door, and was pulling
forth no femlle in distress, but a protesting clderly gentleman
in flowered brocade, stout and a trifle short. Yet he was a
valiant elderly gentleman, for, the moment he succeeded in free-
ing his right arm, out flashed his sword. But the next instant
his weapon was shivered by a cudgel blow, and he himself seized
by the cravat.

That, howcever, was the exact instant also at which another «
sword, with a longer and a younger man behind 1t, came upon
the assailants from the rear. Apparently they had rot heard
Ardroy’s hurrying foottalls, nor ns shouts to them to desist.
Now onc of them turned to face him; but his stand was very
short. He dropped his cudgel with a howl and ran back down
the narrow street. His fcllow, of a more tenacious breed, still
held on te the cravat of the unfortunate gentleman., trying to
wrest out the diamond brooch which sccured the lace at his
throat. Ewen could have run his sword through the aggressor
from side to side, but, being atraid ot wounding the gentleman
as well, took the qourse of crooking his left arm round the
man’s neck from behind, more than half-choking him. The
assailant’s ‘hands loosed the cravat with remarkable celerity and
tore instead at the garotting arm round his own throat. The
rescuer then flung him away. and, as the footpad rolled in the
gutter, turned in some concern to the victim of the attack, who
by this time was hastily rearranging his assaulted cravat.

“My dear sir,” began the latter in a breathless voice, desisting
and holding out both his hands, “my decar sir, [ can neves thank
you enough . . . most noble conduct . . . most noble! Iam
your debtor for life! No, thank you, I am shaken, but little the
worse. If you will have the further goodness to lend me your
arm to my house—'tis but a few paces distant—and then I must
insist on your entcring that I may thank my preserver more
fittingly. T sincerely trust,” he finished earrestly, “that you are
yourself unharmed?”

Ewen assured him that this was the case, and, sheathing the
sword which in England there was no cmbargo upon his wear-
ing, offered his arm. By this time the second footpad had also
vanished.
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“The outrageousness,” went on the rescued gentleman, “the
insolence, of such an attack within a few yards of my own
door! Those rascally chairmen—I wonder wcre they in cel-
lusion? I vow I'll never take a hired chair again. . . . There
come the watch—too late as usual! My dcar sir, what would
have befallen me without your most timcly assi¢cance Heaven
alone knows!”

They werce by this time mounting the steps of a large house in
the square, whose domestics, cven if they had not heard the
disturbance in the street, must have been on the look-out for
their master’s entrance, for he had given but the slightest tap

: with the massive knocker before the door swung open, revealing
a spacious, pillared hall and a couple of lackeys. Almost before
he knew it, Ewen was inside, having no great desire to enter,
but realising that it would be churlish to refuse.

“A most disgraceful attack has just been made upon me,
Jenkins,” said the master of the house, to a resplendent func-
tionary who then hurried forward. “Here, at the very corner
of the square. Had it not been for this gentleman’s gallantry in
coming to my assistance—— If that is the watch come to ask
for particulars,” as another knock was heard at the hall door,
“tell them to come again in the morning; I'll not sec them now.”

“Yes, my lord,” said the resplendent wcnial respectfully.
“Your lordship was actually attacked!” 1lis tone expresscd the
gcme of horror. “May 1 ask, has your lordship suffered any

urt?”

“None at all, nonc at all, thanks to this gentleman. All my
lady’'s company is gone, I suppose? Ilas she retired? No? Iam
glad of it. Now, my dear sir,” he went on, laying his hand on
Ewen’s arm, “allow mec the pleasure of presenting you to my
-wife, who will wish to add her thanks to mine.” He steered
his rescuer towards the great staircase, adding as he did so, “By
the way, I fancy I have not yet told you who I am—the Earl of
Stowe, henceforward very much yours to command.”



4 CHAPTLR XVIII
Crossing Swords

Ir a man ever wished himself well out of a situation in which, as
1t happened, his own prowess had landed him, it was Ewen
Camecron of Ardroy when that announcement fell upon his ears.
What fatality had induced him to succour and be brought home
by the father of the very man whom he had treated so scurvily
two months ago. and Yho had sworn to be revenged upon him?
Obviously the wisest course was to excuse himself and withdraw
before he could meet that injured young gentleman.

But alreddy Lord Stowe was motioning him with a courteous
gesture to ascend the imposing staircase. Without great incivility
he could not withdraw now, nor, it scemed to him, without great
cowardice to boot. And if he must encounter Lord Aveling
again, this place and these circumstances were certainly more
favourable than any which he could have devised for himself.
Moreover, ‘Aveling might not be in London at this moment.
Above all, Fwen's was a stubborn courage as well as, on
occasions, a hot-brained one; he never relished running away.
He therefore went on up the wide shallow staircase, and was
looked down upon with haughty disapproval by Aveling's
ancestors.

Outside a door the Earl paused. “May | know the name of
my preserver?”’

“I beg your pardon, my lord,” returned Ewen. “I forgot that
I had not made mysclf known to you. My name is Ewen
Camecron of Ardroy, at your service.”

Now, what had Lord Stowe heard of Fwen Cameron of
Ardroy? If anything at all, nothing of goods that was certain.
The bearer of that name lifted his head with a touch of defiance,
for its utterance had certainly brought about a change in his
host’s expression.

“A kinsman of the unfortunate Doctor Cameron'’s, perhaps?”
he inquired.

203
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“Yes. He is my cousin—and my friend,” answered Ewen un-
compromisingly.

“Ah,” observed Lord Stowe with a not unsympathetic intona-
tion, “a sad busincss, his! But come, Mr. £ameron.” And, open-
ing the heavy inlaid door, he ushered him into an enormous
room of green and gold, where every candle roufid the painted
walls burned, but burned low, and where the disposition of the
furniture spoke of a gathering now dispersed. But the most im-
portant person still remained. On a sofa, in an attitude of incom-
parable grace, languor and assurance, with a little book poised
lazily between her long fingers, half-sat, half-reclined the most
beautiful woman whom Ewen had ever seen. And then only,
in the suddenness of these events and introductions, did he realise
that he was in the presence of Keith Windham’s mother as well
as of Lord Aveling's.

As the door shut Lady Stowe half-turned her head. and said in
silver tones, “You are returned at last, my lord. Do I see that
you bring a guest?”

“I do, my love,” replied her husband, “and one t¢ whom we
owe a very great debt indeced.” And Ewen was led forward
across the acres of carpet to that gilt sofa, and kissed the cool,
fragrant hand extended to him, but faintly conscious of embar-
rassment at the praiscs of his courage whick the Earl was pouring
forth, and with all thoughts of an avenging Aveling dissipated.
It was of Lady Stowc’s clder son, his dead friend, whom he
thought as he looked at that proud and lovely face. Not that
there was any likeness. But surely this could not have been
Keith Windham'’s mother; she scemed no older, at least by
candle-light, than he when he died seven years ago!

Then Ewen found himself in a ¢hair, with the Countess saying
flattering things to him. rallying him gently, too, in those
scductive tones.

“You are a Scot, sir, a kinsmaun of that unfortunate gentle-
man who is in all our minds just now, and yct you come to the
rescue of an Englishman and a Whig!™”

“It was an Englishman and a Whig, Lady Stowe, who once
saved me from a far greater danger,” replied Ewen. He said it
of et purpose, for he wished to discover if she knew what her
elder son had been to him.

Apparently Lady Stowe did not, nor was she curious to learn
to what he referred. for she merely said : “Indeed; that is gratify-
ing!” and, in fact, before the subject could be enlarged upon
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from either side, Lord Stowe was remarking to the guest by way
of conversation suitable to his nationality, **My son has recently
begn visiting Scotland for the first time.”

Q'he menace of Avdling returned to Ewen’s memory. By the
tense it scemed as if that young gentleman had now returned
from the Nortj.

“You are from the Highlands, I suppose, Mr. Camcron,” went
on the Earl pleasantly. ‘“My son visited them also tor a short
while, going to Dunstaffnage Castle in Lorne. Do you happen to
know it?”

Ewen intimated that he did, from the outside. And now a
voice was crying out to him to end the difficult situation in
which he stood (though neither his host nor his hostess was
aware of it) by offering of his own will some explanation of the
episode at Dalmally. For® with this mention of Lord Aveling in
the Highlands, not te acknowledge that they had made cach
other’s acquaintance there secemed so unnatural and secretive
as to throw an even worse light upon his behaviour towards him.
At the very least 1t made him appcar ashamed of it. He pulled
himself together for the plunge.

“I must tell you, my lord—"" he was beginning, when his
voice was withered on his lips by an extraordinary grating,
screeching sound which, without warning, rent the air of the
great drawing-room. Startled as at some supernatural interven-
tion, Ewenglanced hastily round in search of 1ts source.

“Do not be alarmed, Mr. Cameron,” came Lady Stowe’s cool
tones through the disturbance. ““'Tis only that my macaw has
waked up . . . but I apologise for the noise he makes.”

And then the Iighlander beheld, i a corner not very far
away, a gilded cage, and thercin a large bird of the most gorgeous
plumage, with a formidable curved beak and a tail of fige and
azure, who was pouring forth what sounded like a stream of
imprecations.

“For heaven’s sake!” cried the Earl, jumping to his feet. “I
thought you had given up having that creature in this room, my
lady! Is there no means to make him stop?” For the deafening
scolding went on without intermission. .

Lady Stowe lcant forward. “If you will have the goodness
to cover him up,” she said with complete calm, “he will be
quiet.”

Both men looked round helplessly for somcthing with which
to carry out this suggestion; Ewen, ton, had got to his feet.
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“Cover him up with what, pray 2" asked Lord Stowe indignantly.
“Good Gad, this is insupportable!” And, slightly red in the
face, he tugged at the ncarest bell-pull. Mcanwhile the infernal
screeching continued unceasingly, exceptdfor one short moment
when the macaw made a vicious grab at the Carl’s lace-bordered
handkerchief, with which he was exasperatedly flapping the bars
of the cage in an endeavour to silence its inmate.

A footman appcated. “Remove this bird at once!” shouted
his master angrily. (lie was obliged to shout.) The man hesi-
tated.

“Montezuma will bite him, and he knows it,” observed Lady
. Stowe, raising her voice but slightly. *“Send Sambo, John.”

The man bowed and withdrew with alacrity. “This is worse
than footpads!” declared the Larl, with his hands to his ears.
“I cannot sufficiently apologise, Mr. Cameron !”—he had almost
to bawl the words. “Really, my lady, if I could wring your pet’s
neck without getting bitten, I would!”

“I know it, my love,” returned her ladyship, with her slow,
charming smile. “And so, I am sure, would poor Mr. Cameron.”

Then black Sambo appcared in his scarlet turban and jutting
white plume. Smiling broadly, he strutted oft with the great
gilt cage, whosc occupant continued to scream, but made no
onslaught upon those dusky fingers.

“I really cannot sufficiently apologise,” began the Earl once
more to his half-deafened guest, “for my wife’s fancy——"

“What?” called a young, laughing voice from the door, “has
Montczuma been misbehaving again?” Somecone had come in
just as the exiled and vociferating fowl was borne out. “But for
that noise, I had thought you gone to bed by this time. You
promised, my dear mother, that hec——" But here the speaker
realisgd that there was a stranger in his family circle, pulled out
a handkerchief, flicked some probably imaginary grains of
powder off his glcaming coat, and advanced across the wilder-
ness of the carpet to the three by the sofa, a veritable Prince
Charming in peach-coloured satin and a deal of lace. And Ewen,
watching his fate advance upon him 1n the person of this smiling
and elegant young man, silently cursed the departed macaw with
a mortification a thousand times deeper than the Earl’s. But for
that ridiculous contretemps he might either have made his con-
fession, or escaped mceting his late victim, or both.

But there was no escape now. Lord Aveling, still smiling, got
within a yard or two of the group when he saw who the stranger
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was. He stopped; the smile died, his face froze, and the hand
with the filmy handkerchief fell, gripping the Mechlin.

sLord Stowe must have been blind had he not noticed the
startlng change on tAe countenance ol his heir. But, if not
blind, he was possibly short-sighted, for he did not by any means
appear to readvits full significance.

“You are surprised to scc a guest here so late, Aveling, I per-
ceive,” he said mildly, “but you will be still more surprised when
you learn the reason for this gentleman’s presence to-night.”

“I’'ve no doubt at all that I shall,” said Lord Aveling under his
breath. He had never removed his eyes from Ewen; they seemed
to say, almost as clear as speech. “You cannot have had the in-«
solence to make your way mn here to apologise!’

“I was this evening,” went on Lord Stowe with empressement,

“the victim of a murderous attach—perhaps you have already
heard of it from the strvants.”

“An attack!” repeated Lord Aveling, at last turning his gaze
upon his parent. “On whose part—this gentleman’s?”

“Good Gad, Aveling, what can you be thinking of 2" exclaimed
his father, shocked. “This gentleman, Mr. Cameron of Ardroy,
had the great goodness to risk his own person for mine—Mr.
Cameron, this is my son, Lord Aveling.”

Ewen bowed, not ycry deeply.

“An introduction is not necessary, my lord " observed Lord
Avcling. “We met not long ago in Scotland, Mr. Cameron and
I.” And with that he turned his back carelessly on the guest and
went over to the sofa to speak to his mother.

Lord Stowe looked as it he could hardly believe his ears or
eycs, partly at this announcement, pertly at the sight of his
son’s uncivil behaviour. “You met in Scotland!” he rcpcatcd
after a moment, in tones of amasemcent.

“I was just on the pomt ol making that fact known to your
lordship,” said Ewen, “when the bird interrupted me.” He was
white with chagrin. “Lord Aveling and I did, indeed, meect as he
was returning from Dunstaffnage Castle.”

“Yes.” cut in the young man, turning round again, ‘“and owing
to a difficulty over posthorses I had the privilege—as I sce I must
now consider it—of offering Mr. Cameron a seat in my chaise as
far as Dalmally.”

“My dear Aveling, why did you not tell us this before?”” asked
Lady Stowe.

“How could I guess that it would be of any interest to you to
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learn that I gave a lift to a stranger in the wilds of Scotland? It
would have seemed, my dear mother, to be laying too much
stress upon a deed of charity. Moreover, I can affirm, with my
hand upon my heart, that Mr. Cameron* of Ardroy is the last
person in the world whom [ expected to find in this house.”

His manner, if controlled, was patently full off some ironical
meaning which, though clear cnough to Ardroy, was puzzling
to his parents, who, having no clue to it, may have received the
impression that he was a trifle the worsc for wine. The Countess
said, with a smiling authority, *“Then it behoves you all the
more, I rancis, to hear how Mr. Cameron beat off the footpads
who assailed your father’s chair this evening at the corner of
the square.”

“Fnglish footpads?” queried the yQung man, and he looked
meaningly for an instant at the rescuer.

“Why, what else?” asked his tather. “Two footpads armed
with cudgels. [ had the narrowest escape of being robbed, if not
of being murdered.”

“I can quite believe that you had, sir,” observed Lord Aveling,
looking at Ewen again.

But Lwen had by now resolved that he was not going to suffer
these stabs any longer, nor was he disposcd to hear the account
of his prowess given a second time, and to the mocking accom-
paniment which he knew that it would reccive. He therefore
took advantage of the check to Lord Stowe’s imminent narrative,
brought about by these (to him) unintelligible remarks of his
son’s, firmly to excuse himself on the score of the lateness of the
hour. ECither Lord Aveling would allow him to leave the house
without further words, or he would not; in any casc, it was prob-
able that he desired such words to take place without witnesses.
The frct that he had not previously mentioned to his family
their encounter and its disastrous end seemcd to point to the
fact that his young pride had been oo bitterly wounded for him
to speak of it, even in the hope of obtaining revenge. It might be
very different now that his cnemy was delivered so neatly into
his hands.

“You must prorrise to visit us again, Mr. Cameron,” said the
Courtess with the utmost graciousness, and Lord Stowe said the
same, adding that if there were any way in which he could serve
him he had but to name it. Ewen thought rather sardonically
how surprised the Earl would be if he responded by a request
that he should prevent his son from landing him in Newgate, but
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he merely murmured polite thanks as the Earl conducted him to
the door of the drawing-room. It seemed as though he were going
topay hisrescuer the further compliment of descending the stairs
with him, but in this«design he had reckoned without his son,
who, as Ewen was perfectly aware, had followed behind them,
awaiting his cpportunity.

“I will escort Mr. Camcron down the stairs, my lord,” he said
easily, slipping in front ot his father. “You must remember that
we are old acquaintances.”

He sounded perfectly civil and pleasant now, and after a
barely perceptible hesitation the Iarl relinquished the guest to
his care, shook hands with great warmth, repeating his assurance
of undying gratitude and a perpctual warm welcome at Stowe
House. Then the door closed, and I wen and Lord Aveling were
alone together. *

“Will you come into the hibrary downstairs?” asked the
young man, somewhat in the tone he might have used to a
mason come about repairs, and with as hittle apparent doubt of
the response.

“Yes,” answered Ardroy with cequal coldness, “I will,” and
followed him down the grecat stairc ase.

In the marble-pillared hall a footman stepped [orward. “* Take
lights into the hbtary,” commanded the young lord, and while
he and Ewen waited for this to be done, without spcaking, or
even lookinfg at each other, 1 wen, gazing up at a portrait of some
judicial ancestor in wig and ermine (not mmappropriate to the
present circumstances) thought, ‘What is to prevent my open-
ing the door into the squarc and leaving the house?’ What in-
deed? Something much stronger than the desire to do so.

But in another moment the lackey was preceding them with a
couple of branched candlesticks into a room lined with Hooks.
He made as though to light the sconces too, but Lord Aveling
checked him impatiently, and the man mercly set the hghts on
the big, polished table in the centre and withdrew. The son of
the house waited until his footsteps had died away on the marble
outside.

“Now, Mr. Cameron!” he said. N

Ewen had always known that to come to London was to in-
vite the Fates to present him with the reckoning for his
behaviour at Dalmally. Well, if it had to be, it was preferable to
have it presented by the victim himself rather than by some
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emissary of the justice which he had invoked. And, however
this unpleasant interview was to end, he might perhaps during
its course succeed in convincing Lord Aveling of the sincerity
of his regrets tor that lamentable episodes

“I suppose, my lord,” he now answered gravely, “that you
must say what you plcase to me. I admit that I brave little right
toresent it.”

The admission. unfortunately, appcared to inflame the young
nobleman the more. “You are vastly kind, Mr. Cameron, upon
my soul! You lay aside resentment, torsooth! 1 fear I cannot
rise to that hcight, and let me tell you, thcrefore, that what I
find almost more blackguardly than your intamous conduct at
Dalmally is the coup y ou have brought off to-night, in——"

“The coup 1 have brought oft!” exclaimed Ewen in bewilder-
ment. “My lord, what—" )

Aveling swept on “—in forcing an enirance to this house,
and ingratiating yoursclf with my parents, having put my father
under a fancied obligation by a trick so transparent that, if he
were not the most good-natured man alive, he woulé have seen
through it at once.”

At this totally unexpected interpretation of the sedan-chair
incident a good deal ot I wen’s coolness left him.

“You cannot really think that the attack on Lord Stowe was
planned—that I was responsible for it!’

“How clsc am [ to account for your being therc so pat?” in-
quired the young man. “You hired the ruflians and then came
in as a dcliverer. It has been donc before now. And having
succeeded in laying Lord Stowe under an obligation you know
that I cannot well——"" He broke off, his rage getting the better
of him. “But the insolence, the inexpressible insolence of your
daring, to enter this house atter what has happened!”

“Since 1 did not plan the attack, Lord Aveling,” said Ewen
firmly, “I had no notion whom I was rescuing. Nor did Lord
Stowe tell me his name until he was on the point of taking me
upstairs. It was too late to withdtaw then.”

“As 1 am hencelorward unable to belicve a word that you
say, sir,” retorted the young man, “it is of small use your pre-
tend’ng ignorance of my father’s identity.”

“Yet perhaps you are still able to recognise logic when you
hear it,” rejoined Fwen with some sharpness, his own temper
beginning to stir. “Had I known that the gentleman in the
sedan-chair was Lord Stowe—which, if I had planned the attack,
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I must have known—the merest prudence would have kept me
from entering a house in which I was so like to meet you.”

+'Yes,” said Aveling with a bitter little smile, “you would have
done better to part sobner from my father after this pretended
rescue!”

“And yet,” %aid the Highlander, looking at him with a touch
of wistfulness in his level gaze, “as chance has brought us
together again, is it too much to hope, my lord, that you will
at least endeavour to accept my most sinccre and humble
apologics for what my great necessity forced me to do that
evening?”

“Apologies?” said Viscount Avcling. “No, by heaven, there
arc no apologies humble enough for what you did!”

“I'hen I am ready to gjve you satistaction 1n the way usual
between gentiemen,” said Lwen gravely.

The young man shdok his powdered head. “Between gentle-
men, yes. But a gentleman does not accept satislaction ot that
kind from a highwayman; he has him punished, as | swore |
would yout But you doubtless think that by gaining the Earl’s
goodwill you have put that out of my power? Lect me assure
you, Mr. Highwayman, that you have not; the law is still the
law!”

“I doubt if the law can touch me for what I did,” answered
Ewen.

“Not for’® theft, horse-stealing and assault? Then this must
indeed be an v 1wivilised country! . . . And bchind those crimes
remains always the question of how my brother really met his
end.”

“That I have already told you, Lord Aveling.”

“Yes; and [ was fool cnough to belicve you! [ am wiser now;
I know of what you are capable, Mr. Fwen Camcron!”  »

Ewen turned away from the furious young man, who still
maintained his position by the door. He was at a loss what to
do next. There was no common ground on which they could
meet, though once there had seemed so much; but he himself had
shorn it away. Onec of the candles 1n the massive silver-branched
candlesticks which had been deposited upon the table was gutter-
ing badly, and, in the strange way in which a portion of the
mind will attend to trifles at moments of crisis, he took up the
snuffers which lay there in readiness and mended the wick with
scarcely the least consciousness of what he was doing.

His action had an unexpected result. Lord Aveling started a
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few paces forward, pointing at the hand which had performed
this service. “And you still have the effrontery to wear the ring
which you took from poor Keith!” ¢

Ewen laid down the snuffers. “I havt the effrontery, since
you call it so, to wear the ring he gave me; and I shall wear it
until my own dying day.”

The words though they were very quictly uttercd rang like
a challenge; and as a challenge the young man took them up.

“Wiil you?” he asked. “I think not. Here in this house,
above all, I have no liking to see my poor brother’s property on
your finger. You will kindly surrender it to his family.”

“Although [ take you to be jesting, my lord,” began Ewen
very coldly

“Jesting!” flashed out Aveling. “Np, by God' You will give
me back Keith Windham’s signet ring, or——"

“Or?” questioned Fwen.

“Or I'll have it taken from you by the lackeys!”

“Then you will hardly be in a position to throw my theft of
your property in my face!” retorted Ardroy.

“I had not stolen my pistols and my horse,” riposted Lord
Aveling.

“Nor have I stolen my friend’s ring. He gave 1t to me, and I
give it up to nobody!”’

“I dispute your statement!” cried the young man with
passion. “You togk that ring, whether you are guilty of my
brother’s dcath or no. You are very capable of such an act; [
know that now. Give it up to me, or I shall do what I say. My
father has retired by now; do not imaginc that he can protect
you!”

“As to that, my lord, you must follow your own instincts,”
said Lwen scornfully, “but you’ll not get my friend's dying gift
from me by threats—no, nor by performances either,” he added,
as he saw Lord Aveling move towards the bell-pull.

“Yes, you think they are but threats, and that you can treat
them with contempt,” said the young man between his teeth.
“I'll show you in one moment that they are not! I have only
to null this bell, and in two or three minutes a so-called High-
land gentleman will go sprawling down the steps of Stowe
House. You will not be able to bully half a dozen footmen as
you bullied me!”

Ewen stood perfectly motionless, but he had paled. It was
quite true that this irate, beautifully dressed young man had the

(R



CROSSING SWORDS 213

power to carry out this new threat. Of the two he fancied he
would almost have preferred the menace which Lord Aveling
had uttered at Dalmally, that he would bring his assailant to
Ndwgate. But he put ghe hand with the ring into his breast and
said again, “I can only repeat that you must follow your in-
stincts, my lord. I follow mine; and you do not get this ring
trom me unless you take it by force!”

Aveling put his hand to the embroidered Chinese bell-pull
hanging by the mantelpiece. Ewen looked at him. It needed a
great eftort of self-control on his part not to seize the young
man and tear it out of his hand before he pulled 1t, as he could
easily have done. And, in view of cvents in the bedroom at Dal-
mally, sull only too fresh in his mind, this abstention evidently
struck the angry Aveling as strange.

“I observe,” he said tauntingly, stll holding the strip of silk,
“that you are not so «xeady to assault me now, Mr. Cameron,
when you know that you would instantly have to pay for
it!”

“It was in sumeone clse’s interests that T used violence on
you then, my lord. I have no one clse’s to serve now,” said
Ewen sadly.

Lord Aveling dropped the bell-pull. “You mean Doctor
Cameron. No you d1d not benefit him much You were too late,
I imagine.”

“I was just too late.”

“And 1if you had not been,” remarked the young man, “I
should not, perhaps, have heard him sentenced this morning.”

Lwen gave a little exclamation, “You were at the King's
Bench this morning, my lord? You wrre there—you heard it
all? But they cannot, they cannot, mean to carry out so cruel
and iniquitous a sentence!”

Suddenly and oddly reflective, T otd Aveling gazed at him, the
tassel of the abandoned bell-pull still moving slowly to and fro
across the wall. “I would have given wellnigh all I possess to be
in your place, my lord,” went on Ardroy, his own dangerous and
unpleasant situation clean forgotten, “to see how he looked . . .
though I have heard how well he bore himeelf, But if the judges
knew what manner of man he was, how generous, how kind,
how humane, they would not have condemned him on that
seven years’ old attainder.”

Francis Delahaye, Lord Aveling, was a very young man, and
he had also been in an extreme of justifiable rage. But even
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that fury, now past its high-water mark, had not entirely
swamped his native intelligence and sensitiveness, which were
above the ordinary. He continued to look at Ewen without say-
ing anything, as one in the grip ot a pertectly new idea. Then,
instead of putting his hand again to the bell-pull, he slowly
walked away {rom its neighbourhood with his he~d bent, lcaving
the door unguarded and his threat unfulfilled.

But Cwen neither took advantage of these facts nor looked
to see what his adversary was doing. The full wretchedness of
the morning was back upon him; Archie had only three weeks
to live. And 1t only he had not made an enemy of this young
man, Lord Stowe, so grateful to his rescuer, might have becn
induced to use his influence on Archie’s behalf. But it was hope-
less to think of that now.

It was at this moment, during the silence which had fallen,
that steps which sounded too authoritative to be those of a
servant could be heard approaching along the marble ¢ orridor
outside. Lord Aveling, at any rate, could assign them to their
owner, for he came back from whatever portion ot the library
he had wandered to, murmuring with a frown, “My father!”
On that the door opencd, and the Larl came 1n. I1is expression
was perturbed.

“I waited for your reappearance, Aveling,” he said to his son;
“then I was informed that Mr. Camcron had not lctt the house,
and that you were both closcted in here. And your manner to
him had been so strange that | decided to come in person to find
out what was amiss.”

There was dignity about Lord Stowe now; he was no longer a
somewhat fussy little gentleman deafencd by a macaw, but a
nobleman of positioa. His son scemed undecided whether to
speak or no. I wen spoke.

“An explanation is certainly owing to you, my lord, and by
me rather than by Lord Aveling. His manner to me a while ago
was, [ regret to say, quite justified by something which occurred
between us in Scotland.”

“And which, if you please,” put in Avcling like lightning, “I
wish to remain befween us, Mr. Cameron.”

“That is very unfortunate,” observed Lord Stowe gravely,
looking from onc to the other. “As you know, I am under a
great obligation to Mr. Cameron.”

“From his past experience of me, my lord, Lord Aveling
doubts that,” observed Ewen quietly.
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“Doubts it! Good Gad, Aveling, are you suggesting that I
was drunk or dreaming this evening?”

“No, my lord,” said his son slowly. He was examining his
ruffles with some absorption. *Since I gave voice to my doubt,
I have . . . revised my opinion. I do not question your very
real debt to Mr. Cameron.”

*I should hope not,” said the Earl with some severity. “And,
as I said before, I am extremcly anxious to repay it. If I can do
this by composing the difference which has arisen between
you—”

“No, you can’t do that, my dear father,” said the young man
with vivacity. “Leave that out of the question now, if you will, |
and ask Mr. Camcron in what way you can best repay that debt.
I believe I could give a very good gucess at what he will reply.”

Ewen gave a start and lodked at the speaker, upon whose lips
hung something like a smile. FHow did Lord Aveling know—or
did he not know? Such intuition savoured almost of the super-
natural.

“Well, M, Cameron, what is it?"” inquired the Larl. “In what
can I attempt to serve you? You have but to name the matter.”

But Ewen was so bewildered at this volte-face in his enemy,
not to mention his uncanny perspicacity, that he remained
momentarily tonguc-ticd.

“Mr. Cameron s request is not, I believe, for himself at all,”
said Lord Aveling softly. “There is a person upon whose behalf
he has donc and risked a good dcal. I think he wishes, if possible,
to enlist you on the same side.”

“I take it,” said his tather, “that you are referring to the un-
fortunate gentleman, Mr. Camcron’s kinsman, who was to-day
condemned to death. Am I right, Mr. Carieron?”

Ewen bent his head. ““I ask too much, perhaps, my lord.”, He
lifted it again, and speech came to him, and he pleaded earnestly
for commutation of the sentence, almost as though the decision
had lain in Lord Stowc’s hands. “And surely, my lord,” he
finished, “clemency in this case must prove to the advantage, not
to the disadvantage, of thec Government.”

The Earl had listened with courtesy and attention. “I will
certainly think over what you have said, Mr. Cameron,” he
promised, “and if I can convince myself, from what I hear else-
where, that a recommendation to mercy is adv.sable, I will take
steps in the proper quarters. Come and see me again to-morrow
afternoon, if you will give yourself the trouble.—Aveling, you

H
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wish me, I gather, to leave you to settle your own difference with
Mr. Cameron?”

“If you please, my lord.” He smiled a little, and opened, the
door for his father to pass out.

“Why did you do that? How, in God's name, did you know ?”
cried Ewen directly it was shut again.

The dark mahogany panels bchind him threw up Lord
Aveling’s slight, shimmering figure. “It was not so difhcult to
read your mind, Mr. Cameron. [ wish I could think that among
my friends I numbered one with . . . the same notions that
you have. As to my own mind . . . well, perhaps Doctor
Cameron made an impression on me this morning other than I
had expected, so that, to tell truth, I half-wished that you had
been in time with the information which you stole from me.”

Ewen sat down at the table and ‘took his head between his
fists. Once more Keith Windham'’s ring glittercd in the candle-
light.

“We heard a rumour in Edinburgh,” went on Aveling, “that
there was one man and onc man only with Doctor Cameron
when he was taken, and that he resisted desperately, and was
left behind too badly hurt to be taken away by the soldiers. 1
begin to have a suspicion who that man was . . .”

Ewen was silent. .

“—Although you said that you arrived too late. . . . But I
do not wish to press you to incriminate yourself.”:

“Yes, you have enough against me without seeking any
more,” answered Ardroy without raising his head.

“I think that I have wiped out that scote,” said Aveling re-
flectively. “Indeed, that I have overpaid it.” He was silent for a
second or two, and then went on with a very young cagerness,
“Mr. Cameron, [ am going to ask a favour of you, which may
not displease you ecither. Will you, as a matter of form, cross
swords with me—over the table if you prefer it—so that we
may cach feel that we have offered satisfaction to the other?
I was too angry to know what I was saying when I refused your
offer of it just now. Sce, I will shift the candlesticks a little. Will
you do it?” .

Ewen got up, rather moved. “I shall be very glad to do it, my
lord ” He drew his plain steel-hilted sword: out came the young
man’s elegant damascened weapon; the glittering blades went up
to the salute, and then kissed for a second above the mahogany.

“Thank you, sir,” said Aveling, stepping back with a bow, and
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sheathing again. “Will you forgive me now for what I said
about my brother? I am well content that you should keep his
ring, and | am sure that the giver would have been pleased that
you refused to surrender 1t, even to save yourself from what I
had the bad taste to threaten you with.”

Sword in hand. Fwen bowed; words, somehow, would not
come. So much that was racking had happencd this day, and he
was not long over a convalescence. The young, delicate face
looking gravely and rather sweetly at him across the table swam
for a second 1n the candle-hght, and when he tried to return his
sword to the scabbard he fumbled over the process.

“I can see that you arc much fatigued, Mr Camcron,” said-
Lord Aveling, coming round the table “Will you take a glass of
wine with me belore you go?”



CHAPTER XIX

Keith Windham’s Mother

I

“A GINTLLMAN to see you, sir,” said the voice, not of Ewen's
landlady, Mrs. Wilson, but of the impish boy from the vintner’s
shop below. And, coming nearer, he added confidentially, “He
ain’t given no name, but he’s mighty fine—a lord, belike!”

“Where is he, then—show him in at once!” ordered Ewen,
picturing Mr. Galbraith, the only person, save Hector, likely to
call at this morning hour, lcft standing at the top of the stairs.
And yet what should make the soberly attired Galbraith ‘mighty
fine’ at this time of day?

But the impish boy’s diagnosis was exactly correct; the young
gentleman who entered wus fine—thoughnot so finc as last night
—and he was a lord. Lwen went forward amazed; despite the
peaceful termination to last night’s encounter, Viscount Aveling
was the last person he should have expected to walk into his
humble apartment.

“I am not intruding. I hope, Mr. Cameron, visiting you thus
carly?” inquired the young man in the voice which was so like
his dead brother’s. “I wished to make sure that you would keep
you* promise of waiting upon my father this afternoon, for he
is genuinely anxious to afford you any assistance in his power.
Yet [ feared that you might be kept away by the memory of
my . . . my exccedingly inhospitable behaviour last night.”

All the frank and boyish charm which had formed the essence
of Ewen’s first impression of him was back—more than back.

“I assure you; my lord,” replied Fwen warmly, “that any
memories of that sort were drowned in the glass of wine we
took together. 1 shall most gratefully wait upon Lord Stowe at
any hour convenient to him. But will you not be seated? It is
exceedingly good of you to have come upon this crrand.”

Lord Aveling laid down his tasselled cane upon the table, and
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lifting the full skirts of his murrey-coloured coat out of the way,
complied.

r}) do not think that Lord Stowe can promise much, Mr.
Camhcron,” he said, “ang it may be that any step will take time.
But I believe that strong feeling is being aroused by the sentence,
which is a hopeful sign. My tather was himsell present when
judgement was given, and was much 1mpressed, as [ was, by
Doctor Cameron’s bearing.”

“Everyone seems to have been at the Court of King’s Bench but
I,” said kwen sadly.

“Yet surely,” objected the young man, “it would have been
very painful tor you, Mr. Cameron, to hear the details of that
sentence, which sound so barbarous and cold-blooded when
enumerated betorchand; and I must own that the Lord Chief
Justice hurled them, as it Wwere, at the untortunate gentleman
with what secemed mote ke animus on his part than a due
judicial severity.”

“Yes, I have already been told that,” said Cwen. “Yet I
should haveeseen my kinsman had I been present, even though
I could not have had speech with him—that, { knew, would be
too much to expect in the casc of a State prisoncer. It is I, alas,”
he added with a sudden impulse towards confidence, “who am,
in a measure at least, gesponsible for his capture.”

“My dear Mr. Camecron,” cxclaimed young Aveling with
vivacity, “considering how you . . . moved heaven and earth
to warn him, and that you, 1f 1 guess rightly, were thec man
struck down dcfending him, how can you say that?”

“Because it was | who suggested our taking refuge in the
fatal hut in which he was captured ” answeted | wen with
a sigh. “I should like to hear him say that he forgives me for
that: but I must be content with knowing in my heart tha.t he
does.”

Lord Aveling was looking grave. “You have touched, Mr.
Cameron, on the other reason which brought me here. It seems
to me that you are going openly about London without a thought
of your own safety. But you must be a marked man if any note
were made, at the time of Doctor Cameron’s,capture, of your
personal appearance—of your uncommon height, for instance.
Have you taken any prer autions against recognition?”

“What precautions could I take?” asked Ewen simply. “I
can only hope that no such note was made Atfter all, I am of
no importance to the Government, and, as it happened, I did
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not even touch a single soldier. My weapon broke—or rather,
came to pieces.”

“I should call that fortunate,” observed his visitor with, the
same gravity. )

“I suppose it was, since I must have been overpowered in the
end; there were too many of them . . . I think I am singularly
fortunate,” he added with the same simplicity. ‘““Last night, for
instance, Lord Avcling . . . Tam still at a loss to know why you
changed your mind, and did not carry out your threat, and
showed besides so much gencrosity to me, and helped instead of
hindering me with my request to Lord Stowe.”

. The blood showed easily on Aveling’s almost girl-like com-
plexion. He rose and resumed his cane, saying meanwhile, “If
you do not guess why you turned my purpose—but no, why
should you? 'twould be out of kecping—T'll tell you some day.”
And here he hesitated, half-turned, turned back again, then,
fingering with dcep interest the tassels of his cane, said in a
lower tonc: “You have a secret of mine, Mr. Cameron. | hope I
canrely upon you . . . to preserveitassuch?”

“A sccret of yours, my lord?” exclaimed Ewen in surprise.
Then a flush spread over his face also, and he became
more c¢mbarrassed than his visitor. “You mcan—that letter!
Lord Aveling, if 1 were to spend the rest of my life
apologising——"

“I do not desire you to do that, sir,” interrupted the young
lover, now poking with his cane at onc ot Mrs. Wilson’s chairs,
to the considerable detriment of its worn covering. “We have
closed that chapter. Nevertheless——" He stopped.

“Then at least believe me,” put in Ewen earnestly, “that any-
thing I may have had the misfortune to read is as though I had
never seen it!”

The young man ceasced stabbing the chair. “I thank you, Mr.
Cameron, and I have no hesitation in relying upon that assur-
ance. Nevertheless, since you are shortly to wait upon my
father, it is as well that you should know that, though the lady
has consented to my unworthy suit, my parents, that is to say,
my mother . . . Again he stopped.

Ewen bowed. “You honour me with your confidence, my
lord.” (And indeed, as he felt, the way in which he had earned it
was sufficiently singular.)

“My mother,” went on Lord Avcling after a second or two,
“has, 1 know, other views for me. I doubt if she suspects this
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attachment; but of my father’s I am not so sure; yet he may very
well give his consent to the match. And as for me—" here he
thrgw back his head and looked at Ewen, if not in the face, yet
very nearly, ““as for mes my heart is immutably fixed, though at
present I find it more politic to say nothing as yct of pledges
which I am firmly resolved never to relinquish until they are
exchanged for more solemn vows at the altar!”

Ewen bowed again, rather touched at this lofty declaration,
which promised well for the happiness of Miss Georgina
Churchill. “There is no conccivable reason, my lord, why any
member of your family should supposc me aware of this attach-
ment.” et

“No, that is true,” said his visitor; “and you must forgive me
for troubling you at such n time with my affairs. And now, if
you will excnse me, 1 will take my leave. Do not tal to wait
upon my father, Mt. ¢ dmeron; and if you should get into trouble
with the authoritics over your doings in that glen whose name |
still cannot remember,” he added with a halt-shy, half-mocking
smile, “send for your humble servant!” And he bowed himself
out of the door; the room was the darker for his going.

When Ewen had recovered from the surprise of this visit he
went out in scarch of Hector, who was sufficiently amazed at
the tale of his brother-in-law’s doings on the previous night.
“But the fact remains,” was his summing up *“that you have
made an cxéeedingly useful friend in the Earl of Stowe, not to
speak of thc young lo:d.”

“And your own investigations as to the source of that slander,
Hector, how are they going?”

Hector frowned. “Not at all. And ’tis a ticklish matter to
investigate—to ask men, for instan-¢, if they have suspicions of
you?” .

“That I can well believe. Promisc me that you will do nothing
rash; that you will take no serious step without consulting me.
Don’t, for God’s sake, get involved in a dispute just now, Hector!
You must forgive me for lecturing you, but you know that you
have a hot temper!”

“Yes,” agreed Hector Grant with surprising rheckness, “I know
that I have. And you know it too, Ewen—none better. I will be
careful.”

On Fwen’s rcturn to Half Moon Street. Mrs. Wilson was
prompt to call his attention to an clegant coroncted note lying
on his table.
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“A blackamoor boy brought it soon after you was gone out,
sir—one of them the quality has.”

The note was from the Countess of Stowe, Stowe House sqem-
ing to favour the vintner’s abode to-day.

‘Dear Mr. Cameron,’ ran the delicate writing, ‘I understand
that you will be having an interview with Lord Stowe this after-
noon. Pray do not depart without giving me the pleasure of your
company. My son has told me something of you which makes
me greatly desire 1o see you as soon as possible. Be good enough,
ere you depart, 1o ask to be conducted to my boudoir.’

How strange it was, how strange! He might have been going
*n meet Kceith in that boudoir, instead of telling his mother about
the circumstances of their friendship and his death. Tor that, of
course, was why Lady Stowe wished fo have speech with him.

2

The Tari of Stowe received the IHighlander in his own study
that afternoon. e was extremcely gracious, made'many refer-
ences to his rescue and to his gratitude, announced that, after
reflection, he had come to the conclusion that the Government
would certamly do well to spare the lite of so amiable and
humane a gentleman as Doctor Cameror appeared to be, and
that he should use his utmost erdecavours to persuade them to
do so. llc could not, naturally, say what success Would attend
his eftorts, and he warned his visitor not to be too sanguine.
Yet a great deal ot public interest and sympathy was un-
doubtedly being aroused by the case. Tor his part. he had been
very favourably impressed by the Jacobite's appcarance, and by
his manly and dccent bearing on a most trying occasion.

“You, I understand, Mr. Cameron, were not able to be present
in the King's Bench when he was sentenced. My son made a
suggestion to me with regard to that, after secing you this morn-
ing. I fancy, from what he said, that you would be gratified if
I could procure you an order to visit Doctor Camcron in the
Tower?”

“Gratificd!” exclaimed Ewen, in a tone which left no doubt
of the fact. “My lord, you would be repaying my trifle of
assistance last night a hundred times over! Does your lordship
mean that?”

“Certainly I do,” replied his lordship, “and I think that itisa
matter within my power, since I know Lord Cornwallis some-
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what well. To-day is Friday; I will try to procure you an order
for next Monday. But if it is granted you would, I fear, have to
submit to a search on entering the Tower, for | understand that
the} are keeping Doctgr Cameron very strictly.”

Ewen intimated that that process would not deter him, and,
thanking the Larl almost with tears in his cyes, prepared to
withdraw, a little uncertain about his next step. Was Lord
Stowe, for instance, aware that the Countess also wished to sce
his visitor? Yes, fortunatcly, for he was saying so.

“. .. And you will excuse me if I do not myself take you to
my lady. An enemy who, I trust, will not attack you for many
years yet is threatening me to-day, and just at present [ am
using this foot as little as possible.” It was with a wry smife’
that the Earl hobbled to the bell-pull.

[ ]

A large portrait of Aveling as a ravishingly beautiful child,
playing with a spaniel, hung over the fireplace in Lady Stowe’s
boudorr; another of him as a young man was on the wall
opposite to,the door, while a mimature ot a boy who could
only have been he stood conspicuously on a table among various
delicate trifles in porcclain or 1vory. All these Lwen saw while
looking cagerly round for some memento of his dead friend, of
which he could find no trace. Then a door at the other end of
the warm, perfumed foom opened, and the mistress of the place
camc in, regally tall, in dove-grey lutestring, the black ribbon,
with its single dangling pearl, which clasped her slender throat,
defining the still perfect contour of her hittle chin—a famous
toast who could aflord to dress simply, cven when she had a
mind to a fresh conquest.

“Mr. Cameron, this is kind of you, she said, as he bent over
her hand. Save Alison’s he had heard no swecter voice. “It is
even generous, for [ fear that your reception by my sorf last
night was not what it should have been, considering the debt
we all owe you.”

Wondering not a little what explanation Lord Aveling had
subsequently given his mother of his behaviour, Ewen replied
that the difference which had unfortunately arisen between
them in Scotland had quite justified Lord Aveling’s coldness,
but that they had afierwards come to a complecte under-
standing.

“So my lord told me.” said the Counte-s, “and indeed my
son also. But he was mysterious, as young men delight to be. I

u*
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know not whether you disagreed over the weather, or politics,
or over the usual subject—a woman.” Here she flashed a
smiling glance at him. “But I see, Mr. Cameron, that you are not
going to tell me . . . therefore 1t was the last. 1 hope she fvas
worth it?”

“If it had been a woman,” replied her visitor, “surely your
son’s choice, Lady Stowe, would have been such as you would
have approved. However, our difference was over something
quite other. You will remember that I do not share Lord Ave-
ling’s political allegiances.”

Lady Stowe smiled. ‘I suppose I must be content with that,

_and put away the suspicion that you fell out over . . . sharing
an allegiance which was not political!”

“As to that, my lady,” said Lwen, “I give you my word of
honour.” Lntirely wrong as she was in her diagnosis, the re-
membrance of that love-letter made him very wishtul to leave
the dangerous proximity of Miss Georgina Churchill, lest by
any look or word he should betray the secret hc had so dis-
creditably learnt and so faithfully sworn to keep. .

“But you arc standing all this while,” exclaimed Lady Stowe.
“Be seated, I pray. llave you scen my lord, and is he able to do
what you wish?”

“His lordship has been most kind, and promised to use his
influence,” said Lwen as he obeyed—extremely relieved at the
change of subject. “And knowing that influence to be great, I
have proportionate hopes.”

*You must command me too, if there is any thing that I can
do,” said the Countess softly. *“lhe Princess Ameha might be
approached, for instance; no stone must be leit unturned. But
fortunately thete is a good while yet. Do you know many
people in London, Mr. Cameron?”

Ewen replied that he did not, that he had never been there
before, though he knew Paris well.

“Ah, there you have the advantage ot me, sir,” observed
his hostess. “I have never becn to Paris; it must by all accounts,
be a prodigious fine city. Do you know the Ambassador, the
Earl of Albermarle?”

“No, my lady—not as an ambassador, at lcast. He was in
command at FFort Augustus when [ was a prisoner there in the
summer of '46. But I never saw him.”

He wanted to talk about Keith Windham, not to exchange
banalities about Paris and diplomats, and hoped that a reference
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to the Rising might bring about this consummation In a
measure, 1t did Lady Stowe turned her powdercd head away
forga moment

Nes, I 1emember,”sshe sad 1 a low voice “It was the
Farl who gave my unfortunate clder son the commission which
led to his death  Aveling has told me the story which he had
from you—no, no need to repeit 1t, Mr Cameron, for the
recital must be painful to you also And to a mother you
can guess her first born, murdered——" She was unable
to continue, she put a fiul handkerchief, with a scent hke
some drcam of hlies, for an instant to her mouth, and Lwen

could sce that her bewtiful eyes were full of tears .
And he pictured Ahson (or, tor the matter of that himselt)
bereaved by violent means of Donald He began to say,

with deep fecling, how good of her 1t was to recerve him, seeing
that he had becn 1n 1 sense the cause of Major Windham's
death and once agun the moonlit sands of Morar blotted out
for a second what wa< before his ¢yes

“I was * wholly devoted to him,” went on Keith’s mother,
n the same swect, shaken voiwce “so proud of his carcer
so—— But that mu<t not make me unjust [t was to be, no
doubt And I am very glad to have you here, Mr Cameron,
the last person who saw my dear son alive ’

And she looked at him with a wondertully soft and welcom-
ing glance, considerning what painful memories the sight of him
might be supposcd to call up Who was [ wen, the least per-
sonally vain of men and absorbed besides 1n far other reflec-
tions, to guess that Lady Stowe like old Invernacree, had found
him the finest piece of manhood she nad cver scen, and that
she was wondering whether the charm which had never yet
failed her with the opposite sex would avail to bring to herfeet
this tall Highlander, already bound by a sentimental tie—though
not cxactly the tie which a lady desirous of torgctting her
years would have chosen

She put away her handkerchief “But 1t 1s wrong and selfish,
do you not think, Mr Camecron, to dwell too much on painful
memories? I am sure my dear Keith would rot wish to sce us
sad He 1s happy mn Heaven 1nd 1t 15 our duty to make the
best of this someumes uncheerful world —I 1m holding a small
rout upon the Thursday i next week, wi'l you give me the
pleasure of your company at 117”

Ewen was conscious of the kind of jolt caused when a hitherto
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decorously travelling chaise goes unexpectedly over a large
stone.

“I fear I shall be too much occupied, my lady,” he stammeyed.
“I thank you, but I must devote all my time to——"

“Now, do not say to conspiring,” she admonished him,
smiling. “As a good Whig I shall have to denounce you if you
do!”

“If it be conspiracy to try to procure the commutation of
Doctor Cameron’s sentence,” answered Ewen, “then his lord-
ship is conspiring also.”

“Very true,” admitted Lady Stowe. “We will not, then, call

=i by that name. But, Mr. Cameron, you cannot spend all your
time writing or presenting petitions. What do you say to
coming to a small card-party of my intimate friends, on
Monday? You can hardly hope to be accomplishing anything
so soon as that?”

Ewen bowed. “T am deeply grateful to your ladyship, but I
am in hopes of an order to visit Doctor Cameron in the Tower
on that day, and since T do not know tor what hour the per-
mission will be granted "

“Mr. Cameron, you arc as full ot engagements as any London
beau! And an order for the Tower! How are you going to
procure that—'twill not be easy. Ah, the L arl, I suppose?”

*“His lordship has been so good as to promise to try to obtain
one.” !

Lady Stowe made a moue. “I vow I shall ask Lord Corn-
wallis not to grant 1it! Nay. I was but jesting Yet you are
vastly tiresome, sir. It you should not get the order will you
promise me to come and take a hand at quadrille on Monday?”

“I am a poor man, Lady Stowe, with a wifc and children, and
canpot afford to play quadrille,” replied Ewen bluntly.

His hostess stared at him. “You are married . . . and have
children!”

“I have been married these seven years,” said Ewen in a tone
of some annoyance. Lady Stowc was, he knew, old enough to
be his mother, but that was no reason why she should think, or
pretend to think him a boy.

The Countess began to laugh. “I cry you mercy, sir, for
having supposed you a bachelor, since it seems to displease
you. Tell me of your wife and children.”

“There is little to tell,” responded Ewen. At least, there
seemed little to tell this fine lady.
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“Seven years,” said her ladyship reflectively. “Then you were
married soon after the Re—the Rising?”

‘No, during it,” replied her guest. “About five weeks before
the battle of Culloden-e-But [ am sure that this cannot interest
you, my lady.”

“On the contrary,” said Lady Stowe, smiling her swect, slow
smile. “And your wife—how romantical! Icll me, did she
seck and find you upon the battleficld . . . for something tells
me that you werc lcft there for dead?”

“My wifc was then in I'rance,” replied Ardroy rather shortly.

“But you were lett upon the battlefield?” pursued Lady
Stowe, looking at him with Lresh intercst. -

“Yes, [ was,” admitted Lwen, with a good dcal of unwilling-
ness. “But you must forgiye me {or saying onc& more that I do
not sce of what interest it can be to your ladyship whether I was
or no.” '

“O Mr. Cameron, do not snub me so!” cried the Countess.
Secretly she was charmed; what man in the whole of London
would have® spoken to her with such uncompromising direct-
ness? “I protest I meant nothimg uncomplimentary in the
assumption—rather the reverse!”

“Few men who were so left were lucky enough to come off
with their lives,” remarked Ewen grimly

“Why? Ah, I remember hecaring that it *vas very cold in
the north then. Did you suffer trom the scvenity ol the
weather?”

“l suppose I did,” admitted Ardroy, “though I knew little
about it at the time. And it was nor for the most part, the
weather which killed our wounded. . . . But I am occupying
too much of your ladyship’s time, 1nd if you will permit me [
will take my leave.” And he rose from his chair with that in-
tention.

But Lady Stowe remained sitting there, looking up at him.
“Have you taken a vow ncver to speak ot your past life, Mr.
Cameron? For I protest that you are singularly uncommuni-
cative, which is, I believe. a trait ot your countrymen from the
Lowlands. That provokes a woman, you know, for she is
naturally all curiosity about persons in whom she 15 interested.
And in your case, too, therc is the link with my poor Keith.
Did you tell him nothing?”

“It was about him, not myself, that I came to talk,” was
almost upon Keith’s lips; but he kept the remark unuttered If
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Keith’s mother wanted to know more of his past history he sup-
posed he must gratify the desire; moreover, he was afraid that
he had taken up a churlish attitude towards this gracious pnd
beautiful lady. He had not yet got over the jolt.

So he tried to make amends. “I fear that I am being extremely
uncivil, and that you will think me very much of a barbarian,
Lady Stowe. Anything that you care to hear about me I am
very ready to tcll you; and in exchange you will perhaps (if I
do not ask too much) tell me something of Major Windham. I
knew so little of his past life.”

The Countess of Stowe studied him as he stood there in her
houdoir, nothing of the barbarian about hnn save, perhaps, his
stalwart height. He would cvidently come to sce her to talk
about her dead son, though he would not come to a rout or a
tea-party. Very well then. And for how many occasions could
she make her reminiscences of Keith last out? There must not
be too many scrved up at cach meeting. And would those deep
blue eyes look at her again with that appealing gaze? On sucha
strong face that fleeting expression held an irresistible charm
. . . but then so had his very diflcrent air when she tried to
make him speak of what ke had no mind to. Like a true con-
noisscur Lady Stowe decided ro cut short the present interview
in otder to have the pleasure of looking forward to others. She
glanced at the cupid-supported clock on the mantelpiece, gave
an exclamation and rosc.

“I had forgotten the time . . . I must go and dress. . . .
Then it is a bargain, Mr. Camecron? You'll come again and hear
of my poor boy? Come at any time when you are not con-
spiring, and 1 will give orders that you shall be instantly
admitted—that i, if 1 am without company. You shall not,
sinc¢ you do not wish it, find yourselt in the midst of any
gatherings. Nor indeed,” she added with a faint sigh, “could we
then speak of my dear Keith.,” And with that, swaying ever so
little towards him, she gave him her hand.

No, thought Fwen as he went down the great staircase, but
they might have spoken of him this afternoon a great deal more
than they had dorie. Lady Stowe had told hin nothing, yet the
shock of Keith’s death, even to a mother’s heart, must be a
little softened after seven years. And what could it have mat-
tered to her whether or no he had been left out all night on the
battlefield, and whether he were married or single? He con-
cluded that fashionable ladics were strange crcatures, and won-
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dered what Alison would have made of the Countess of Stowe.

Not far from the steps of Stowe House, when Ewen got into
the square, there was waiting an extremely respectable elderly
man who somchow gave the impression of being in livery,
though he was not. As Ardroy came towards him he stepped
forward, and, saluting him in thec manner of an upper servant,
asked very respectfully for the favour of a few words with him.

“Certainly.” said Ewen. “What is it that you wish to speak
to me about?”

“[ understand, sir,” said the man, “that you arc the gentle-
man that was with Major Windham when he was killed, and
was telling my lady his mother how it happened. I'm only a
scrvant, sir, but if you wquld have the goodness . . . 1 taught
him to ride, sir, held him on his first pony, in the days when I
was with Colonel Phiiip Windham his father, and I was that
fond of him, sir, and he always so good to me! "Twas he got me
the place in his lordship’s houschold that [ have still; and if, sir,
you could sparc me a moment to tell me of his end among thosc
murdering Highlanders . . . ?” llis voice was shaking, and his
face, the usually set, controlled [ace of a superior and well-
trained servant, all quivering with emotion.

Ewen was touched; moreover no chance of learning more of
the friend about whom he really knew so litile was 1o be lost.
“Come back with me to my lodging,” he said, “and I will tell
you anything you desire to know.”

The man protested at first, but. on t wen’s insisting, followed
him at a respectful distance to Half Maon Street. So yet another
inmate of Stowe House came to the vintner's that day. The
name of this one was Masters, and I'wen, bidding him <1t down,
told him the whole story. »

“It must have been a terrible grief to Lady Stowe,” he ended
sympathctically, and was surprised to sce a remarkable trans-
formation pass over the old servant’s saddened face.

“Did her ladyship give you that impression, sir? Nay, I can
sce that she did.” He hesitated, his hand over his mouth, and
then broke out: “I must say it—in justice to him I must say it—
and I'm not in her service, but in my lord’s—Mr. Cameron, she
never cared the snap of a finger for Mr. Keith, and when he was
a boy it used near to break his hecart, for 1ec worshipped her,
lovely as she was. But 'twas my young lord she cared for, when
he came, and rightly, for he is a very sweet-natured young
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gentleman. Yet she had Mr. Keith's devotion before her second
marriage, when he was her only son, and she took no heed of it
—she neglected him. I could tell you stories, sir . . . but,tis
better not, and he’s dead now, my Mr. Xeith, and few enough
people in his life to appreciate him as they should have done.
But if you did, sir, that’s a great thing for me to think of . . .
and your being with him at the end, too. . . . Might I'look at
that ring of his you spoke of, sir, if not asking too great a
favour? Oh, thank you, thank you, sir!”

For Lwen had tahen oft Keith Windham's signet ring and put
it into the old man’s hand. Then he went to the window and
stpod looking out.

He could not but believe the old servant. What he had told
him interpreted the whole of this afternoon’s interview. Lady
Stowe had avoided speaking of Keith to him at any length not
from gricf, but from indiflerence. He could hardly credit it,
yet it must have been so—unless perchance it was trom re-
morse. Well, now he knew what he thought of ladies of fashion.
Poor Keith, poor Keith!

“Masters,” he said at Iast, without looking round, “since you
knew him well I will ask you to tcll me something of Major
Windham's young days—but not now. I hope, by thec way, that
he and Lord Aveling were upon good terms?”

“Very good, very good indeed,” the old man hastened to
assure him. “My young lord admired Mr. Keith, I think; and Mr.
Keith was fond of him, there’s no doubt, though he teased him
at times for being, as he said, as pretty as a girl. But my young
lord took it in good part. 'Twas he, young as he was then, that
wanted to have Mr. Keith’s body brought to I'ngland for burial,
but her ladyship would not. May I give you back this ring, sir,
and thank you for allowing me . . .” He faltered, and, holding
out the ring with one hand, sought hastily with the other for
his handkerchief.



CHAPTLR XX
‘Lochaber no AMlore’

So smart a coach drawing up on Tower il this fine May morn-
ing soon drew a little crowd of 1dlers, mostly small boys, some
shouting their conviction that 1t contained the Lord Mayor,
against others who upheld that the Prince of Wales would
emerge from it. But the two gentlemen who presently stepped
out did not fulfil either expectation.

“l have brought you to this spot, Mr. Cameron,” said the
younger of the two n a lowered voice, “that you may sec for
yoursclt How vain are any drcams of a rescuc from that!”

And Ewen, standing, as he knew, on perhaps the most blood-
drenched spot in English history, gaszed at the great fortress-
prison whence most of those who had died here had come forth
to the axe. And ag the sight of it his heart sank, though he
knew I'dinburgh Castle on 1ts eagle’s nest, and how the Bastille
upreared its sitister bulk in the Faubourg St. Antoine at Paris.

“It is a bitter kindness, Lord Aveling, but it is a kindness, and
I thank you.”

The young man motioned to hin: to enter the coach again,
and they drove down to the cntrance under the Lion Tower,
where he would leave him.

It was indeed a kind thought of the young lord’s, noj only
to bring him, on his father’s behalf, the permit trom Lord Corn-
wallis to visit Doctor Cameron, but also to carry him to the
Tower in his own coach. Yet as Ardroy, showing the precious
paper with the Constable’s signature, followed his conductor
over the moat and under the archway of the Middle Tower, he
felt how powerless after all were the very real friendship of
the Earl of Stowe and his son, and all their prestige. Archibald
Cameron was in a place whence it would take more than aristro-
cratic influence to free him.

At the third, the Byward Tower, his guide halted and in-
formed him that he must be searched here, and led him to a
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room for that purpose. The officials were extremely civil and
considerate, but they did their work thoroughly, taking from
him every object about him and n his pocket, save his hand-
kerchief; his sword as a matter of courss, his money, a little
notebook of accounts and a penal, even his watch. All,
naturally, would be restored to him as he came out. Ewen
rather wondered that he was allowed to retain his full com-
plement of clothes, but he did not fecl 1n spirits to make a jest
of the aflar.

And then he heard, to his surprise, that Doctor Cameron was
confined in the Dcputy-lLicutenant’s own quatters, and that
therefore he had Iittle tarther to go. Soon he tound himself 1n a
house within the forticss—in tcality the lodgings of the
Liecutenant of the Tower, who occunied the rank next the
Constable’s 1n this hietarchy; but neither he nor the Constable
resided there. On one side this house looked out to the river,
and on the other to the Parade, Tower Green and the Chapel of
St. Peter, and Lwen was told that 1t was by no means unusual
for State prisoners to be confined 1n its precincts; several of the
Jacobite lords had been imprisoned herce.

Then he was suddenly mn the presence of the Deputy-
Licutenant himself, General Charles Rainsford 1he soldier was
as considerate as the rest, and cven mare courteous. His
affability chilled Lwen to the core. ad the authoritics seemed
hostile or anxious . . . but no, they knew that once they were
on their guard no one escaped or was rescued from the Tower
of London.

“You will find Doctor Cameron well, I think, sir,” volun-
teercd the Deputy-Licutenant. “My orders are so strict that [
cannot allow him out of doors, even attended by a warder, to
take the air. but as he has two rooms assigned to him he walks
a good deal in the larger, and by that means keeps his health.”

“Does he know that I am to visit him?”

“He doces, and has expressed the greatest pleasure at it.”

“Mrs. Cameron is not yet arrived in London, 1 think?”

“No, but the Doctor expects her shortly.”

And on that the visitor was entrusted to a warder, and went
with him up the shallow oiken stairs. They stopped before a
door guarded by a private of the regiment of Guards, and when
it was openced Ewen found himself in a long, narrowish room,
almost a gallery, at whose farther end a figure which had
evidently been pacing up and down its length had turned ex-
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pectantly. They each hurried to the other, and, for the first time
in their hives, embraced.

oEWwen could never remember what were the first words which
passed between them, but after a while he knew that Archie
and he were standing together 1in the cmbrasure of one of the
windows, and that Archie was holding hun by the arins and
saying, 1n a voice of great contentment, “Iver since 1 heard
that you were coming I have been asking myself how 1n the
name of fortunc you contrived to get pernussion!”

“It was fortune hcrself contrived 1t,” answered his cousin,
laughing a trifle unsteadily * ’l1s indeed a fairy story of luck;
I will tell you of 1t presently  But fust,” and he looked at_him
searchingly, “‘are you well, Archie? They told me you were, but
are you?” .

“Ay, I am wonderfully wcll,” said the Doctor chcerfully;
“and more, I am happy, which you don t ask me | have done
my duty, as well as I can, to my Prince Iam to have my Jean’s
company for more than a week none of the Privy Council nor
any ol théGovernment 15 a whit the wiscr for aught [ have told
thcm  And tor the resolution which God has given me to die
without enhghtening them—and, 1 hope, with becoming firm-
ness—I thank Him every day upon my knees You cannot think
how well content Lam, Lwen, now that therc 15 no hope leit to
torment me

I wen ¢duld fot look at him then Yet 1t was obviously true;
onc hid only to hear the 11ng of quict sincerity in Arclubald
Cameron’s voice to know thau this attitude w 15 no pose That
was the wonder, almost the terror of 1t

“But there 15 hope, there 1s hope! ;ud I'wen more to himself
than to Archie ‘ Mcanw hile, 15 thete not anything you want?”

“Yes, one thing I do stand 1n neud of, and have displayed a
good dcal of impatience, I fear, because 1t 15 denied me, and that
1s paper and pen  You have not such a thing as a bit of old pencil
about you, “lle?”

“I haven’t a thing about me save my pockct hindkerchief,”
answered L wen regretfully “They took good care of that out-
bye And why have they denied you writmg materials? Oh,
if I had but known, I might have smuggled i the penal I had
when I came, and some paper, perhaps 1 my hat”

“As to that, I must be patient,” said Archic with a little smile.
“And, indeed, I am no hand at composition, yet there are some
matters that I desire to set down Perhaps I'll contrive 1t stll.
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Come, let me show you my other apartment, for I'd have you
know that I am honoured with a suite of them, and the other
is indeed the more comfortable for a sederunt, though I pleage
myself with the ghmpse of the river from: this room. 'Tis low
tide, I think.”

Ewen, following his gaze, saw without seeing the ghtter of
water, the tops ot masts, a gay pennon or two and a gull
balancing or the wind Then Archie put his hand on his arm
and drew him mto a smaller room, not 1ll-furnished, looking 1n
the opposite direction, and they sat down on the window-
seat

“Yes,” said the Doctor, “I tare very diffcrently here from
poor Alexander I have been thinking much of late of him and
his sufterings—God rest him!”

It was long since Ewen hid heard any teference to that third
of the Lochiel brothers who, by turning Roman Cathohc and
Jesuit, had cut himself oft from his family, but who had been
the first to die for the White Rosc, a marty r to the horrible con-
ditions on board the ship which brought him as a prisoner to
London. “Yes,” went on Archie, “thisis a Paradise compared to
the place where Alexander was confined ”

Indeed, looking through the window by which they sat, one
saw that May ¢ in come cven to a prison Lhe pear trees on the
wall below, which General Rainsford’s predecessor had planted
not so many ycars before, had lost their fair blussom by now,
but below them was a little border of wallflowers, and Tower
Grecn, at a short distance, deserved 1ts nime  On the spot, too,
where the child queen had laid down her paper diadem after
]}(xer nine days’ reign a hittle boy and girl were playing with a

1tten.

“Ard yowr head, Ewen?” asked his cousin after a moment’s
silence. “llow long was 1t beforc you recovered from the
effects of that blow? [ was gicatly aftaid at the ume that your
skull was fractured ”

“It was you, then, who bound up my head? 1 thought it
must have bcen Oh Archie, and by that the soldiers must have
known for certain‘who you were! You should not have done
it

“Tut—the redcoats knew that alieady! And I could not
accomplish much 1n the way of surgery, my dear Fwen; I had
not the necessaries  As you may guess, I have not had a patient
since—you’ll be my last. So take off that wig, in which you
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seem to me so unfamiliar, and let me see the spot where the
musket-butt caught you.”

“There’s naught to see, [ am sure, and not much to feel,” said
Ewen, complying. “My head is uncommon hard, as I proved
once before. I was laid by for some weeks, that was all,” he
went on, as the cool, skilful fingers telt about among his close-
cropped hair. ““Just when I naturally was a-fire to get to London
after you. But now, when [ am here, therc scems nothing that
one can do. And, Archie, 'tis I have brought you to this place!”

Doctor Cameron had ended his examination and now faced
him with, “My dear | wen, I can, indced, feel small trace of the
blow. Yet itis clear that 1t must have severely shaken your wits,
if you can utter such a piece of nonsense as that!”

“’I1s no nonsense,” prptested | wen sadly. “Was it not I who
discovered that thricc-unlucky hut and persuaded you to go
into it?” ‘

“And I suppose it was you who surrounded the wood with
soldicts from Inversnaid . . . you might have brought them
from som&where nearer, for "twas a most pesulent long tramp
back there that night! Nay, you'll be telling me next that "twas
you sent the information to kdinburgh——"

“God! when I can find the man who did— - began Ewen,
m a blase at once,

“Ah, my dear Ew¢n,” said his kinsman sonthingly, “leave him
alone! Tofind*him will not undo his work whoever he is, and
I have wasted many honrs over the problem and am none the
wiser. | had better have spent the time thinking of my own
shortcomings. ‘Fret not thyselt at the ungodly’—tis sound
advice, believe me. I can forgive him; he may have thought he
was doing a scrvice. It will cost me more of a struggle to for-
give the man who slandered me over the Lock Arkaig gold . . .
})ut I think I shall succeed even in that before the seventh of

une.”

“Who was that man?” demanded Fwen instantly, and all
the morc fiercely because he winced to hear that date on
Archie’s lips.

The Doctor shook his head with a smile. *“Is it like I should
tell you when you ask 1n that manner? "Tis a man whom you
have never met, I think, so let it pass.”

“Is he known to me by name, however’”

“How can I tell,” replied Doctor Cameron shrewdly, “unless
I pronounce his name and see? But come, let’s talk of other folk
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better worth attention; there are so many I should be glad to
have tidings of. How is Mrs. Alison, and the boys, especially
my wee patient? And have you any news, since we parted, of
your fellow-prisoner in Fort William?™ .

“Poor Hector’s over here in London, and in great distress,”
began Ewen without reflecting, “for there’s an ill rumour
abroad, in Lille at least, accusing him ” And there he
stopped, biting his lip. [le ought not to have brought up that
subject in Archic’s hearing, blundering fool that he was!

“Accusing him of what, lad?”

So Fwen had to tell him. te hurried over the tale as much
as he could, and, sccing how shocked and grieved Archie
appeared, laid-stress on the fact that, if ever Hector were really
brought to book, he himself was in a position to disprove his
conncction with the capture of the Jacobite.

“But I would give much to know who’set the story about,”
he ended, “for there are only two persons whom he told of the
loss of that letter, mysclf and the man who helped him to return
to his regiment in January, young Finlay MacPhair of ‘Glenshian,
and it is almost incredible that he should have spread such a
report.”

But the end of that sentence left Ardroy’s lips very slowly,
in fact the last words were scarcely uttered at all. He was
staring at his companion. Over Archie’s face, at the mention
of Finlay MacPharr, there had flitted something too indefinable
to merit a name. But in another noment Lwen had rcached out
and caught him by the wrist.

“Archic, look at me—mno, look at me!” For Doctor Cameron
had turned his head away almost simultaneously and was now
gazing out of the window, and asking whether Fwen had seen
the two bairns out there playing with the little cat?

Ewen uttered an impatient sound and gripped the wrist
harder. “Deny it if you dare!” he said threateningly. “I have
named your slanderer too!”

“Dear lad 2

“Yes or no?” demanded Ewen, as he might have demanded
it of his worst enemy.

The Doctor was plainly rather chagrined as he faced him.
“I'am sorry that I have not better control of my features—Now,
for God’s sake, Fwen—" for Ardroy, releasing his wrist, had
got to his feet, “Ewen, I implore you not to takc advantage of a
secret which you have surprised out of me!”
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But Ardroy was in one of his slow white rages. “The man
who was assocated with you when you risked your life for that
accursed money 1n ‘49 was viper enough to trtaduce you over 1t!
Itdwas he, then, whg poisoned his cousin Lochdornie’s mind
against you! God s curse on him ull the Judgment Day! And
I warrant his dirty lie did not stop short with L ochdornie—did
1t now, Archie?”

Doctor Cameron, distressed, did not answer that “Oh, my
dear Lwen, 1if I could persuade you to leave this question alone.
What docs 1t matter now ?”

“Your good name mattcrs to me as much as my own,” said
Lwen, towcring and relentless

‘But 'us all past history now, Lwen, and the slander *will
die with my death . Lwen, Lwen, promise me that you'll
not go stirring up old scor'es with that young man! I cannot say
I love him, but he 15 powetless to harm me any more now, and,
as I say, I hope to torgive him without rescrvation My dear lad,
you will only cause me mote distress than the hie wselt, if I am
to spend the short time which remains to me thinking of you
quarrelhing on my behalf with young Glenshian!”

Lwen had begun to stride up and dow n the l:ttle room, fight-
ing with his resentment “Very good then,” he said after a
moment, coming and sitting down agam, “l will not give you
that distress, 1t 1s a°promise  Morcover—perhaps this will re-
assurc youa little,” he added with a wrathtul snatch of a laugh,
“the man 1s not 1n London now, I believe ”

“Then let’s cease to waste time over him,” said Doctor
Cameron with evident 1chict ‘And you have not told me
yet, as you promised, how you procurcd this order to see
me ™’

Trying to put away the thought of Glenshian, I wen told hun
“Had I not good fortune—though ndeed, at first, when 1 tound
myself 1n Stowe House, I thought 1t was the worst kind of 1ll-
luck w hich had befallen me The I arl and his son were both at
the King’s Bench that day, too, which prejudiced them, 1t 1s
clear, in your favour —By the way,” he added with some hesita-
tion, “ws 1t a surprise to you that you had no tral?”

“No,” replied his cousin “I alwavs suspected that the
Government would make use of the old sentence of attainder
if ever they caught me.”

“Yes, perhaps it was mevitable,” murmured Fwen, but he
was thinking—though he did not mean to spcak—of the un-
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known informer protected by the Government, whose identity,
according to Jacobite belief, a trial would have revealed.

“Yes, I was not long betore their lordships in the King's
Bench,” went on Archie. “lhe Privy Council examination «t
Whitehall a month betore was a more lengthy aftair, but, I fear,
very unsatistactory to those honourable gentlemen. My
memory was gtown so extraordinarily bad,” he added, with a
twinkle in his eye.

“All the world knows that you told them nothing of the
shghtest importance,” said Ewen admiringly. “Was that how
you contrived to outwit them?”

“If you can call 1t outwitting I think no man on earth could
possibly have forgotten so many things as I made out to have
done. And I adnmut that in the end their lordships lost patience
with me, and told me squarcly that, as [ seemed resolved not
to give any direct answers, which they assigned to a desire to
screen others, they did not think 1t proper to ask me any further
questions’  The remembrance scemed to entertain him, “But
betore that came to pass my Lord Newcastle {(saving his
presence) had become like a very bubblyjock for fury and dis-
appointment because he thought that 1 was about to tell them
that I had met the Prince quite recently in Paris (1 had met him
recently, but "twas not in Patis) IThev made great preparations
for noting the date, and when I told them that it was 1n 1748 the
Duke positively bawled at me that 1t was ‘the haght of in-
solence, insolence not to be borne with’, till I had hard work to
keep my countenance It 15 sad—and no doubt blameworthy—
to rouse such emotions 1n the great!” And Aichibald Cameron
laughed a little laugh of genume amusemient.

“You know, Ar hie,” said Lwen earnestly, “—or more prob-
ably, you do not know—that popular fecling 1s very strongly
stirred about you, and that remonstrances are preparing on all
sides And when Mrs Cameion comes, 1f she has any intention
of pcutioning——"

“I expect she will desire to—poor Jean! Can I commend her
to you a httle, "1lle?”

“You do not need to I was about to ask you where she is
Iikely to lodge? Near the Tower, no doubt?”

“I' will tell her to leave her direction at the Tower gates, that
you can learn 1t if nccessary; and give me yours, that I may tell
her of 1t. She may be lonely, poor soul; I doubt she will be
allowed to stay here with me all day. And afterwards . . .”
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It was Ewen who looked out at Tower Green this time, but
more fixedly than Archie had done. “Afterwards,” he said in a
moment, “if there is to be no ‘afterwards’ you mean, 1 will
take Mrs. Cameron—e—" Hc stopped, wrenched his fingers
together for a sccond, and said with great difficulty, *“I cannot
specak of that ‘afterwards’, Archie—I don’t know how you
can. . . . Oh, if one could but push time back, and be again as
we used to be eight years ago! The sunshine out there makes
me think of that fine spring in Lochaber, betore Lochiel and you
had staked cverything on the sword that was drawn in summer
at Glenfinnan. But even Donald—even Alexander—did not pay
as you are going to pay—though 1ndeed there’s hope still,” he
added quickly.

Doctor Cameron laid hig hand on his. “But I am not unhappy,
Eoghain,” he said gently. “Light years ago I had donc nothing
for my Prince. I do not know that I would change.”

* 1

Hector Grant was having his supper when Ewen walked in
upon him that evening.

“At last,” said Ardroy, throwing his hat upon a chair. “This
is the second time that [ have tried to find you to-day.”

“And I have been seeking you,” retorted Hector. “Where
were you?”

“I have been in the Tower,” answered Fyv.en, and went and
stood with®his dack turned and an elbow on the mantelpiece,
and for a while said no more. After a moment Hector rose and
put a hand on his shoulder, also without a word.

“I see no hope of rescue, cven bv guile. | sec no way in
which any man’s life can be given tor his,” said Ewen after a
long pause. “Nothing but a reprif‘\c can save him. But I do not
think that he is hoping for one.’

“I'am,” said the sanguine llector, who had recovered Ffrom
his emotion of the morning of the sentence. “The Government
mfust soon be aware how widespread is the feeling in favour
of it.”

There was another silence.

“Go on with your supper.” said Fwen. “I have a piece of news
for you meanwhile. From something which I learnt from
Archie I think it may well have been young Glonshlan who put
about that slander on you concerning his ¢ 'pture.”

Hector showed no disposition to continue his forsaken meal.
“Dicu du ciel, what makes you think that?”
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“Because he was the man who vilified Archie himself over
the matter of the Loch Arkaig treasure—but I don’t suppose
you know of that dirty and cowardly action. Archie did not
tell me that it was he; I surprised it ou* of him. Yet, by fhe
same token, Finlay MacPhair is quite capable of having traduced
you.”

Hector frowned. “Yes; and now that I come to think of it,
he repeated that story about Doctor Cameron to me last
January.”

“To you!” exclaimed Ewen in amazement “Why have you
never told me?”

“It has only once come into my mind since we have been in
London, and then I thought it would ncedlessly distress you.”

“Archie has made me promise that I'll not make it an occasion
of quarrel with Glenshian,” said Ewen, looking not at all like a
man who had given so pacific an undertaking. “Otherwise I
would challenge him directly he returns to town, and make
him withdraw his slander publicly.”

“But [ have not promised to abstain from making my injury
a causc of quarrcl,” quoth Hector in tones of anticipation.
“When Mr. MacPhair of Glenshian is returned, will you come
with me, ['wen, and we will ask him a question or two?”

But Ewen, instead of replying, suddenly sat down at Hector's
supper-table and covered his face with his hands.



CHAPTER XXI

Finlay MacPhair is both Unlucley

and Fortunate

I

WH1 REVER Ewen went ddring the next few days the hard case
of Doctor Cameron seemed to be the all-absorbing topic of con-
versasion, and that among persons ol no Jacobite lcanings at all.
Mrs. Wilson, when she cncountered her lodger, could talk of
nothing else, and reported the general feeling of her compeers
to be much roused. At the ‘Half Moon’, the public-house at the
corner of the street, she heard that quite violent speeches had
been made. Indced, she herself all but wept when speaking of
the condemned man, with that strange iconsistency ot people
castly moved to svmpathy, who would nevertheless flock in
thousands #o see an exccution, and who doubtless would so
flock to Tyburn on the appointed day to sce the carrying out of
the sentence against which they so loudly protested.

Iad, therefore, a name been mentioncd, 1t would probably
have been with tears of sensibility that Mrs. Wilson conducted
to CLwen’s little parlour, one day at the end of the week, a lady,
very quietly dressed, who said, on hearing that Mr. Cameron
was out, that she would await his return. Mrs. Wilson would
have liked to indulge in visions of some romance or intrigue,
but that the lady, who was somewhat heavily veiled, seemed
neither lovely nor very young. Ardroy, when he came in a
little later and was informed ot her presence, was at no loss to
guess who it was, and when he entered his rcom and found her
sitting by the window with her cheek on her hand, he took up
the other listless hand and kissed it in silence.

The lady drew a long breath and clutcked the strong, warm
fingers tightly; then she rose and threw back her veil. Under
the bonnet her face appeared, lacking the pretty colouring
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which was its only real claim to beauty, but trying to smile—
the brave face of Jean Cameron, whom Ewen had known well
in the past, surrounded by her brood, happy in the Highlands
before the troubles, less happy, but aJways courageous,tin
poverty and exile after them.

“Oh, Ardroy . . . !” She bit her lip to fight down cmotion.
“Oh, Ardroy, I have just come trom him. He . . . he looks
well, does he not?” And l:iwen nodded. “He says that he has
not been so well for years. You know he suftered from ague all
the winter, two ycars ago, but now . . . And they seem so
kind and well-disposed . . . in that place.” She scemed to
shrink from naming the I'ower.

“Yes, he is in very good hands there,” answered Ewen; and
felt a shock run through him at the other interpretation which
might be wrested from his speech.

“And you think, do you not, that there is . . .” But Mrs.
Cameron could not bring out the little word which meant so
much, and she bit her lip again, and harder.

“I think that there is a great deal of hope, madam,” said
Ewen gently, in his grave, soft voice. “And now that you have
come, there is cven more than there was, for if you have any
purpose of petitioning, all popular tceling will be with you.”

“Yes, I thought . . . I have been drawing up an appeal. . . .”
She sought in her reticule. “Perhaps you would look at what
I have roughly written-—"tis here at the end.” And irto his hand
she put a little paper-covered book. Opcning it where it
naturally opened, Ewen saw that it was a rccord of houschold
accounts, and that on a page opposite the daily entries made at
Lille, sometimes in English, sometimes in French, for ‘bread’, or
‘coffee’, ‘pain de sucre’, or ‘stuffe for Margret’s gowne’, figured
alien and tremendous terms, ‘Majesty’ and ‘life’ and ‘pardon’.

“I'thought that when | had made a fair copy I would present
the petition to the Elector at Kensington Palace on Sunday.”

“Yes,” said Ewen. “But you will need an escort. May [ have
the great honour?”

Mrs. Cameron gave a little exclamation of pleasure, soon
checked. “Archicstclls me that you have got into serious trouble
with the Government on his account. You should not show
yourself in so public a place, and with me.”

“No one would dream of looking for me at Kensington Palace.
Moreover, I have someone to answer for me now,” said Ewen,
smiling down at her. And he told her about Lord Stowe.
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2

®hen, that afternoon, Ewen had taken Jean Cameron back
to her lodging in Tower Strcet he went to the ‘White Cock’,
where he had arranged to meet lector Grant. But that young
man was to be seen walking to and {ro in the Strand itself,
outside the passage, evidently waiting for him.

“Don’t go in there, Ewen,” he said eagerly, “till [ have at least
told you my news. Young Glenshian is back in town—if he
ever leftit!”

“Are you sure?”

“I have seen his gillie. I met him by chance about an four
ago. He said that his magter had been ill, though I could not
make out from him whether he had rcally been away from
London or no. At afiy rate, the man, who recognised me,
admifted that Glenshian was able to reccive visitors. It seems
that he is recovering from a fever of cold which settled upon
his lungs. So now I can perhaps find out the part which Finlay
MacPhair has played in this slander upon me, for I am no
nearer the truth than when I arrived here. Will you come with
me? I think you have a score to scttle too.”

“I promised not tp scttle it,” answered Ardroy. “And you,
Hector, do not yet know that you have one.”

“Oh, I'll ®be ptrudent,” promised the young soldier. “I will
move cautiously in the matter, I assure you, for Ionnlagh
Ruadh is not over peaceable himself. But I must at least put
the question to him, and what time better than the present, if
you are at liberty ?”

Ewen said that he was, and would accompany him, though
he was not himself anxious to meet Archic’s traducer, singe he
might not have his way with him. But it scemed unwise to lct
Hector go alone, and his presence might conceivably keep the
bit a shade tighter in that young gentleman’s mouth.

At the house in Beaufort Buildings Hector was prepared to
find his way unannounced to the upper floor, but the woman
this time said that she would take the two g¢htlemen up, since
Mr. MacPhnir’s servant was out, and she thought his master as
well. Indecd, she seemed sure of the latter’s absence, for she
threw open the door with barely a knock, advanced into the
room, and was consequently brought up short.

“I beg your pardon, sir,” she said in half-abashed tones. “I
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quite thought you was out. Two gentlemen from Scotland to
see you.”

And there was visible, in a room less disorderly than Hector
remembered, Mr. Finlay MacPhair sitting by a small fire feily
dressed, with a large flowered shawl about his shoulders, and a
book in his hand.

He turned his red hcad quickly. “I thought I had given
orders——" he began with a frown—and then seemed by an
efflort to accept the inevitable. “Visitors from Scotland are
always welcome,” said he, and rose, holding the shawl together.
“Why, tis rather a visitor from I'rance! Is it not Mr. Hector
Grant?”

Hector bowed. “And my brother-in-law, Mr. Cameron of
Ardroy. Ewen, let mc present you to Mr. MacPhair of
Glenshian.”

“The gentleman, I think, who went'to prison in order to
shicld Doctor Cameron last autumn?” said Glenshian, an& held
out his hand. “I am honoured to make your acquaintance, sir
—very greatly honoured. Be seated, if you please,’gentlemen,
and forgive my being happed up in this fashion. I am still
somewhat of a sick man after a recent illness.”

Mr. MacPhair was casy and fluent, und apparently more con-
cerned with apologies for his shawl than ¢bservant, which was
perhaps as well, for the man whose acquaintance he professed
to be so proud to make was gasing at him in what would have
been a disconcerting manner had young Glenshian been fully
aware of it.

Hector took a chair and said that he was sorry to hear of
Mr. MacPhair’s indisposition. Ewen also seated himsclf, more
slowly, but he said nothing. The cloaked gentleman who had
come so sccretly out ot Mr. Pelham’s house that May night
was here bcfore him, and he was no Whig, but Finlay Mac-
Phair, the son and heir of a great Chief whose clansmen had
fought for the Cause What had he been doing in Arlington
Street?

“Yes,” said young Glenshian, going to a cupboard, “I had the
ill-luck to take a*cold at the Carnival ball in Paris (for I was
over there, on the King’s affairs, in the spring) which ended in a
fluxion de poitrine, and left me with somewhat of a cough and
a general weakness. [ doubt I shall not be my own man again
for a while—Now, gentlemen, before you tell me why I am
thus honoured by your company, you’ll pledge me, I hope, in
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this excellent Bordeaux—But where the devil has Seumas put
the glasses?”

His guests, however, both refused the offer of the Bordeaux
wish so much decisiog and unanimity that Finlay, raising his
eyebrows, left the cupboard and came and sat down.

“Not even to drink the King’s health?” he observed. “\Well,
gentlemen, if you will not drink, let us get to business—unless
this is a mere visit of ceremony ?”

“No, 'tis not a visit of ceremony, Mr. MacPhair,” answered
Cwen gravely. “Mr. Grant has a question to ash ot you, which
you will greatly oblige him by answering; and I, too, find that
I have one which, by your leave, I should like to put when you
have answered his.” .

“This sounds, I declare, like an examination before the Privy
Council,” remarked youn} Glenshian, his lip drawing up a
little. “Pray proceed then, sirs, each in your turn! You'll
alloweme, [ hope, the liberty of not replying if [ so wish?”

“Nay, Mr. MacPhair, do not imagine that we come as in-
quisitors,” said Ilector with unwonted suavity. “It will be of
your courtesy only that you reply.”

“Ask, then!” said Tinlay, fixing his picrcing light eyes uopn
him.

Even Hector hesitated for a second, choosing his words. “Mr.
MacPhair, while eterfially grateful to you for your assistance in
procuring my return to Irance last January——" He paused
again, seeing in those eyes something akin to the sudden violent
resentment with which their owner had at first greeted the sub-
ject on that occasion, then went on* “I should nevertheless be
glad of your assurance that you did not, by pure inadvertence,
let it be somewhat frcely known that I had lost, along with my
other papers in the IHighlands, the compromising cipher letter
ot which I told you?” ’

There was no outburst from Glenshian, but all and more of
his native arrogance in his reply. “Certainly 1 did not,” he said
contemptuously. “Why should I speak of your private affairs,
Mr. Grant? They are nothing to me!”

Hector bit his lip. “I thank you for the assurance, Mr. Mac-
Phair. Yet that letter was hardly a private affair, and . . . the
knowledge of the loss of it has undoubtedly gone about, and has
much damaged my reputation. especially in my regiment.”

“Well, I am very sorry to hear that, Mr. Grant,” responded
his host, pulling the shawl about him and crossing his legs.
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“But you must forgive me if I say that to lose a paper of that
nature could hardly be expected to enhance it!”

At the half-amused, half-hortatory tone Ewen fully expected
Hector to flare up. But that young man remained surprisirgly
controlled, and answecred, though with rather pinched lips,
“Yet the strange thing 1s, that 1 told no one save Mr. Cameron
and yoursclf that I had lost 1t!”

Fionnlagh Ruadh turncd his dangerous gaze on Mr. Cameron.
‘I suppose he has satisfied you that he 1s not the culprit?” he
asked, again 1n that half-humorous tone. To this Hector vouch-
safed no reply, and apparently Glenshian did not expect one,
for he went on, “But surely, Mr. Grant, if a letter such as you
tola me of were sent, upon capture, to the I nghsh Government,
as is natural, you could scarcely expect them to be so tender of
your reputation as not to let 1t bc known upon whom it was
captured?”

“Ay, but was it sent to the Govcrnmcnt ?” demanded Fector.

Glenshian’s haughty head went back. “And pray how do
you expect me to know that?”

Ewen lcant torward. It was the same man; after this pro-
longed scrutiny he felt sure of 1it. “TI'hat is indeed an idle ques-
tion, Hector,” he observed. “And Mi. MacPhair has assured you
that he had no hand in sprcading the knowledge of your mis-
fortune, which assurance no doubt you accept. I think the
moment has come for me to ask my question, 3t he :~ill be good
enough to answer it.”

“l hope yours is less oftecnsive than the last!” rapped out
Glenshian.

“I am afraid it is not very pleasant,” admitted Ardroy, “and
I must crave your indulgence for putting it. . . . I should wish
to learn how it is, Mr. MacPhair, that you know Mr. Pelham so
wel. as to leave his house in Arlington Strect betwcen eleven and
twelve at night?”

Oddly cnough, it was Ilector, not young Glenshian, who
appeared the most affected by this shot. “What!” he exclaimed,
“do you mean to say that Mr. MacPhair was the man you saw
that night?” .

But Mr. MacPhair himself was frowning at his questioner in
an angry and puzzled astonishment which seemed genuine
enough, “Mr. Pelham, sir?” he said sharply “—whom do you
mean? You cannot, I imagine, refer to Mr. Pelham the minister
of state?”
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“Yes,” said Ewen unperturbed, “I do—Mr. Henry Pelham, my
Lord Newcastle’s brother. And as you leave his house so late
at might, I conclude that you must know him very well.”

Now young Glenshian pushed back his chair, his eyes ghtter-
ing “You are crazy as well as infernally insulting, Mr Cameron
ot Ardroy! I do not know Mr. Pelham even by sight.”

“Then why werc you coming out of his house that mght?”
pursued Ardroy “You were speaking Erse to your scrvant, who
was carrying a hink I happened to be passing, and by 1ts hight
I saw enough of your face and hair to rccognise you Perhaps
you had quite legiimate business with Mr Pclham, but 1t
would be less disquicting if we knew what 1t was "

The young Chief had jumped to his feet, the shawl shding
to the ground, his expression was sufliciently menacng Hector,
all attention had sprung &p too, and was now at Ewcn s side

“Do you mmagine,” said Glenshian between his teeth, “that
we ai¢ 1n [ ochaber, Mr Cametron, and that you can safcly come
the bully over me, the two of you? 1 thought the late Lochiel
had tried to avilise his clan it seems hc had not much success!
I tell you that I do not know Mr Pelham, and have never been
mnside his house—and God damn you to hell,” he added 1n an
access of fury, “how dare you put such a question to me?”

“Because,” answered Ewen unmoved, “I desire to find out
who was the man tHat came out of Mr Petham’s house on the
night ot the fiftgenth of May, a recd hared, Lrse speaking man
as like you, Mr MacPhnir, as one pen 15 ike another ”

“I'd like to know,” broke m Finlay bitterly, “why, 1if you
see a red headed Highlander coming »ut of an I nglish minister’s
door, you must jump to the conclusion not only that he 1s a
Jacobite playing fast and loose with mis principles, but that it 15
the future chief of Glenshian, a man who has ln near two
years 1n the Tower for Jacobiism? Dhé, 1t 1t were ndt so
amazing 1n 1ts impudence——"

“You mean that [ am to consider myself mistaken?”

“I do indeed, Mr Cameron, and betore you leave this room
you'll apologise for your assumption in any words I choose to
dictate! Faith, I am not sure that an apology, aven the humblest,
1S adequate!”

And here—if the assumption 1n question were mistaken—
Ewen agreed with him

“] am quite ready to apologise, Mr MacPhair,” he said, “of
you'll prove to me that [ was wrong On mj soul, I am only too
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anxious that you should. Or if you will convince me that your
clandestine business with the Elector’s chicf minister was such as
an honourable man of our party might fairly have.”

“And who made you a judge over me?” cried Finlay the Fed,
and his left hand went to his side, gripping at nothing, for he was
not wearing his sword. Then he flung out thc other in a fiery
gesture. “I'll have that apology, by Heaven! You'll be only too
ready to offer it when you hear my secret!”

“If you tell me that your errand to Mr. Pelham’s house—'
began Ewen.

“God’s name!” broke out the angry MacPhair, “am I to shout
it at you that [ never went there! He went, I don’t doubt, and
you saw him coming out. [ suppose therefore that I should not
have been so hot with you just now. You'll pardon me for that
when you hear . . . and perhaps you'll pardon me if I sit down
again. I am still weakly.” Indeed he wes palish, and there was
moisturc on his brow. *“Be scated again, gentlemen, and.I will
tell you both why Mr. Cameron thought he saw me coming out
of the minister’s house one night—a night, too, when, if he had
inquired, he would have tound that I was not 1n London.”

The visitors somewhat doubtfully reseated themselves, Hector
frowning tensely on their host, but content to leave the weight of
the business for the moment on Ardroy’s shoulders, where Mr.
MacPhair himsclf scemed to have put it.

“The explanation,” said Glenshian, coughing @ little, and
picking up his shawl, “is—that I have, to my sorrow, a
double ”

“A double!” exclaimed Ewen, raising his eyebrows. “Do you
mean a man who resembles you?”

“Ay, a man who so resembles me that even my close acquaint-
ance have been deceived. He dogs my path, Mr. Cameron, and [
get ‘the credit of his ill-deeds. He can even imitate my hand of
write.”

“But who—who is he?”

Young Glenshian shrugged his shoulders. “Some by-blow of
my father’s, I must believe. And that, no doubt (since I never
heard of the Chief’s recognising him nor doing aught for him),
has led him to take this method of revenge, by bringing discredit,
when he can, upon my good name. 'Tis not, as you may guess, a
pleasant secret for a man of honour to unveil, and I must be glad
that I am dealing with gentlemen ”

“You hardly called us that a while ago,” retorted Ewen,
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knitting his brows. Had he been mistaken that night, in the quick,
passing glare of the torch? If he had been, then he was wronging
young Glenshian even more deeply than young Glenshian had
wionged Archie.

Hector’s voice, silent for some time, broke in. “Is it not
possible, Mr. MacPhair,” it said, “‘that this discreditable double
of yours counts for something 1n my aftair?”

“And how could that be?” ashed Finlay with a shade of con-
tempt. “I hold no communication with him; he has not access
to my papers.”

“Your papers!” siid llector ike hightning. ““If he had had
access—you mean that he nught know something of my loss?
—By leaven, Mr. MacPhur, I believe you have communicated
the circumstances of 1t to someonc!”

For a second a very strange look had shid over Glenshian’s
features. He drew himseli up under the shawl. “Allow me to say,
Mr. @rant, that I am hearuly tired of this inquisition about the
damned letter over which y ou make such a pother. I wish I had
never beeneso weak as to listen to your wocful tale. But I can
hold my tongue with any man on earth, and my triends would
tell you that I am incapable of setting about anything resembling
a slander.”

Ewen could not let 1t pass. He had sworn not to make it a
subject of quarrel, But he could not let it pass. “If you search
your memery Mr MacPhair,” he said meaningly, “I am afraid
that you will find that 1s not true I have 1t on the best authority
that 1t was you who put about the slander concerning Doctor
Cameron and the Loch Arkaig trea tre.”

“Slander?” queried Finlay with an undisguised sneer. “My
dear Mr. Camcron, the tact tha the unfortunate gentleman is
shortly to sufier for his loyalty, w hich we must all deplore, does
not make my stateuent a slander! And, upon my soul, %our
presumption in coming here to take me to task, first for one
supposed action, then for another, 15 ...” He seemed unable to
find a word to satisfy him. “But, by the GGod above us, 1f we were
alone in the Highlands, or somew here quiet .. .” He did not finish,
but gritted his teeth. .

“I am not going to quarrel with you over it,” said Fwen very
sternly, “—at least, not now. Perhaps some day we may arguc as
to the ethics of your conduct—in the k. shlands or elsewhere.
For the moment I'll say no more than that the action of traduc-
ing an innocent and scrupulously honourable man of your own
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party is worthy of this unnamed shadow of yours 1n whom you
mvite me to beheve

“But surely, Ewen,” broke in Hector, suddenly pushing back
his chair, “you are not taken 1n by that cpck-and-bull story ¢t a
double! Whv, a child——" He stopped, and involuntarily
glanced behind him, as a mild crash announced that his abrupt
movement h1d overturned some small article of furniture, and,
on seeing that this was a hittle table with sonic books upon 1t, he
got up with a muttercd apology to set 1t on 1ts legs again, having
no wish to give Mr MacPhair a chance to reflect upon his breed-
ing “Such a tale might deceive a child,” he went on meanwhile,
picking up the fallen books and some papers which had accom-
panied them to the floor, “but not a grown——" He gave a great
gasp, and was silent

Ewen, whose attention had been withdrawn [rom Hector’s
hittle mishap to the remarkable agitation:which 1t had caused 1n
their host, looked round once more to see the rcason fer the
sudden cessation of his brotha inlaw’s remarks Hector was
standing 11g1d, staring at a paper which he held, as if L.e could not
believe his senses  And Glenshian, Glenshian the invahd, was
flinging himsclt hike a wild beast out of his chair “Give me that!”
he shouted “My private papers how darec you—"

Fwen got quickly between them “What 1> 1t —what 15 1t,
Hector?”

Hector looked at him with a hvid, dazed face “My stolen
letter’s hcte, 1n his own possession'! 1t {ell out from these
books he had 1t all the time' Stand aside, Ewen, and let me
get at him!' No, he’s not worth steel, I'll wiing the trcacherous
neck of him!”

“Will you?” rang out Glenshian’s voice, breathless yet mock-
ing, behind Ardioy ‘Youll lose a hittle blood first, I fancy!”
He lad snatched up his sword from somewhere, got between the
winged chair in which he h «d been sitting and the corner of the
hearth, and was awaiting them, a flush on his pale tace and his
lips drawn back over his teeth —a real wolf at bay “I suppose
you'll need to come on both at once to give each other courage !

Ewen gripped 1t lector’s shoulder, but fury had lent that
young man the agility of an eel e lipped past Ardroy and his
sword came out with a swish “Keep the door, you, lest we be
mterrupted!’ he cried, pushed aside the chair, and next moment
was thrusting frantically at the man backed against the wall.

Himself shocked and revolted, Ewen rushed to the door and
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locked it, but ran back at once crying, “Hector, stop! this is
madness!” To have Hector either wounded by or wounding
young Glenshian here, in a brawl in a London house, would be
disdstrous; moreover, by the vigour of his assault, it looked as if
more than wounding was in Mr. Grant’s mind, and that would be
more disastrous still. Ardroy’s protest went entirely disregarded;
he might not have been thete. Glaring at each other, the two
combatants thrust and parried without pause, steel clicking upon
steel with a celerity rarely heard in a school of arms. But Glen-
shian was already panting, and the sweat was running in little
rivers down his face. “Stop, in God's name!”" cried Ewen agan;
“the man’s ill, remember, Hector!” o

For all response the young officer unexpectedly cut over his
opponent’s blade, and all Jut got him 1n the chest; and Fwen in
despair tugged out his own sword with the micution of beating
up both blades. But tHat was not easy to do without exposing
one d¥ the duellists to a thrust from the other; and il—another
method—he sci7ed Hector, the nearcer, by the shoulder and drag-
ged him away, Glenshian would almost certainly rush at his
adversary and run him through during the operation. So Ewen
dropped his own «w ord and snatched up the heavy shawl which
had fallen from the convalescent’s shoulders: then, waiting his
opportunity, flung isunfolded over 1ts owner’s head, scized his
brother-in-law by the collar and swung him away staggering, and
rushing in, at no%mall risk to himself, upon the entangled young
man against thc wall, who, almost screaming with rage, was just
freeing himself, he eized him round the body, pinning his arms
to his sides so that his still held sword was uccless.

Behind him Hector, cursing Iuni v »w, w1s evidently preparing
to come on again, and I wen was by no means sure that he might
not find his excited pointin his own back. But from [nlay $lac-
Phair there was a n st unlooked-for end of resistance. His ob-
jurgations ceased, his head fell back and his kneces gayve; the sword
in his hand went clattering to the uncarpeted {loor Ile would
have followed it had not Lwen held him up. Hector, breathing
hard, came to a standstill.

“Where have you wounded him?” demand&d Ewen.

“I haven’t touched the filthy carrion,” answered Hector, in-
expressibly sulky. “You prevented me, curse you! Why the
devil—"

“Then it is merely exhaustion,” said Ewen. ‘“Here, help me
lift him to the bed, or that chair; he’s swooning.”
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“Shamming, more like,” said Hector disgustedly. “Put him on
the floor; I'd say throw him out of the window but that . .. Oh,
very well.”

He came to lend a hand, for big and puwerful as Ewen whs,
the now completely unconscious Glenshian was neither small
nor light. They carried him with little ceremony to the bed in
the corner and dumped him on it. Ewen leant over him for a
moment, shrugged his shoulders and left him there, merely
observing, “He said he had not recovered of his illness.”

“Luckily for him,” was Hector’s comment.

The two stood looking at each other in the middle of the room.

“L cannot believe it!” said Hector, out of breath and still a
trifle livid. “But here’s the Ictter.” He pulled it out of his pocket.
“I knew my own writing in an instant, But what would he want
with it—and how did it get into his hands?”

“We do not know yet what he wanted with it,” answered
Ewen gropingly. ““As to the way in which it came to his haflds—
he may have got it from Mr. Pelham.” .

“You don’t believe that tale of a double, of course?”

“Not now.” Ewen put his hand over his cyes. “Oh, Hector, as
you say, 'tis incredible! It's like a dark, dark passage . . . one
cannot sce where it leads. A MacPhair of Glenshian!”

“I am going to sce if there are more papars of the sort,” said
Hector, beginning to rummage feverishly among, the books
which he had tumbled to the floor. Ewen came ‘%o his assistance.
But the little pile of volumes—most of them French, and in-
decent—had evidently not been used as a hiding-place, nor
indeed would they have made a good one. A few bills had been
pushed underneath or between them, and with the bills, by some
extraordinary inadvertence, Hector’s stolen letter.

“Look at your letter again,” suggested Ardroy, “and see if it
bears traces of what hands it has been in.”

Hector studied it anew. ‘‘Yes, the names have been deciphered,
sometimes with queries. And on the back, sce, are some words in
pencil. ‘You will please to return this when you have finished
with it But they are not signed.”

“The question is,” said Ewen reflectively, “whether Mr. Pel-
ham handed over the letter to Glenshian, for whatever purpose,
or whether Glenshian sent it to him in the first instance.”

“Yes, that is the question. And how, in the latter case, did it
first come into Glenshian’s hands?”’

Dark and slippery paths indeed, such as Archie had hinted at
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last autumn ! Ewen looked round the room. There was a writing-
desk in one corner. Should they break it open? The key, no
doubt, was on that limp, unstirring figure on the bed, but Ewen,
at 18ast, could not bring himself to search for it there. Iector was
apparently less troubled with scruples or repugnance. He went
and stooped over it, and came back not with the keys, but witha
pocket-book, and pulled the contents out on to the table.

“More bills,” said he. ““A paper of accounts. .. an assignation,
or what looks like it . . . a letter in cipher, addressed to Mr.
Alexander Jeanson (who is he? "tis probably an alias) and—hallo,
here'sa letter from Lille!"”

He caught it up. run his eycs over it, uttered a sound as if
he had been stabbed to the heart, and handed it to I wen.

Ewen read: ‘Lille, Febrgiary 14th, 1743. [ shall punctually
attend to the recommendation which you sent nie by the young
gentleman from Troy. .ind should it come to pass that my name-
sake i® taken, I'll contrive that the loss which that gentleman has
sustained shall serve as a cloak to cover Pickle, to whom com-
mend me. *CS/

“I don’t understand,” said Fwen, pus/led. * Who signs ‘C.S.’
—is it a pretended letter from the Prince? Who is ‘Pickle’, and
who is ‘the young gentleman from Troy’?”

“Mysclf,” answercgd Hector in a suffocated voice. “Is not my
name a Trojan one? And ‘C.S”—I know his writing; he has but
reversed his initfls, and sec the reference to ‘my namesake’s’
capturce—is that fox Samuel Cameron, of my regiment, to whom,
to oblige Glenshian there, I took a letter in January . . . the very
letter, probably, that told him of my loss, which Glenshian had
just learnt from me! Was there ¢v r such infamy—double in-
famy!” }He glared at the bed. ““And he made me his catspaw—
made me mysclf the instrument of what may yet be my ruin,
I think I'll—" ®

But Ewen, as white as a sheet, was gripping his arms with
vice-like strength.

“Hector, let’s go, let’s go! A terrible thought has just come to
me, and if I stay I, too, shall be tempted to run my sword through
him! God preserve us both from murdering®a senseless man!
Come, come quickly!”

“But what ails you—what is it, your thought?”

Ewen shuddered, and began to drag at him. “Come!” He
glanced at the bed in a kind of horror. “1 saw him move; he is
coming to himself.”
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He unlocked the door, still in the same nervous haste, and only
just in time to avert suspicion, for steps were hurrying up the
stair. A thin, pale young man, who seemed a servant, stopped at
the top on seeing the two gentlemen in the doorway. ’

Hector hept his head “We were just about to seek assistance
for your master, Seumas,” he said in Gaelic ‘“He has had some
kind of fainting fit, and we have laid him on his bed ”

The gillie uttered an narticulate cry and rushed past them.
Exclamations of grief and of endearment, in the same tongue,
floated out through the open door

“We nced not stay to listen to that!” sud Hector scornfully.
“And the dog will recover to do fiesh mischief  But when he
does—"

“I think he has done the worst he can ever do,” said Ewen
almost maudibly, as they went down the stairs, and he put a
shaking hand to his head as though he had received a physical
shock !

“That was his gillie,” whispered young Grant when they were
outside “Did you rccognise him as the man who held the torch
that night?”

“Instantly,” answered Ardroy, who h1d a strange look, as of a
man slecp-walking  “But 1t needed not that That was not the
first time his master had come out of that door!  Oh, Hector,
Hector, now 1 know, I think, on whosc account 1t was that Archie
had no trial Tor whether Tinlay MacPhur htmself, or the un-
known man who sent the information to } dinburgh from Glen-
buckie, be the ‘Pickle’ whom Samuel Cameron—of Archie’s own
clan and regiment—has slandered you to shield, there’s not a
doubt that the centie of the black business 1s [ inlay—a MacPhair
and a Chief’s son! God help us all! 15 there no faith or loyalty
left_ ..saven the Tower *”



CHAPTER XXII

‘Stone-dead hath no [ellow’

I

“Aveling,” said the Earl of Stow e with determination, one morn-
ing eight days later, “I have decided to go about this mattaer to-
day to one of the Sccretaties of State, Jardyne for choice.”

“But, my lord,” protestet] his son in astonishment, “you cannot
—you are quite unfit to Ieave the house.”

Fos the ecnemy whose approach Lord Stow e had announced to
Ewen Cameron a tortnight ago. if sull kept more or less at bay,
had not yet withdrawn trom the asstult; and his lordship was
still confined to his bedroom, where he sat at this moment in a
dressing-gown, one swathed foot <upported on a rest.

“My dear child.’ said Lord Stowe, “consider the situation!
Here we are at the second of June, and in five days. unless a
miracle be performed for him, that unfortunate gentleman
suffers at Bybura. 1ot all my promiscs to Mir Cameron, and for
all the represe ntations which [ have made o those in authority,
I have accomplisher] nothing on his kinsman’s behalf. Nor can |
sec any sign of the petitions delivered to [ {is Majesty and the two
princesses at the beginning of thic week having had any eflect
whatsoever. 1 must make yet anower etiort, for when a man’s
life is at stake, what1s a gouty tod ? Call Rogers, let him dress me,
and I will be carr'ed down to my coach, and go to ses Mr.
Jardyne.”

Lord Aveling looked at his father with real admiration; and,
indeed, who shall say that heroism is confined to the young and
heroic? Then he rang the bell for Rogers, and to tha* horrified
elderly valet Lord Stowe conveyed his self-sqcrificing intention,

Meanwhile Aveling went to visit h.s mother, whom he found
at her toilet-table, her woman in attendance.

“Your father is completely crazy,” she said, on hearing the
news. “I have no patience with such fo lishness! Why should
he so put himself about for this Doctor Cameron, who is less than
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nothing to him? If the Government mean to hang and quarter
him they will, and no amount of inflammation to my lord’s toe
will save him—Willis, give me the hare’s foot and the last pot of
rouge that [ commanded, the new kind. I am a thought too fale
to-day.”

“I do not think,” said her son, studying his mother’s delicate
profile as she lcant forward to the mirror and put the last touches
to her complexion—he was never admitted at any unbecoming
stage of her toilet, and all fashionable people rouged as a matter
of course—"I do not think that the Earl 1s doing this entirely on
Doctor Cameion’s account. e considers, as you know, that he
owecs a heavy debt to Mr. Fwen Cameron, and to use his influence
on his kinsman’s behalf is the manner in which he undertook to
dischatge it.”

Lady Stowe dabbed with the hare’s foot a moment before
saying anything, and when she spoke her *one was a curious one.
“I, too, made an ofter to that young man—that | would te' him
anything he wished to know about your poor brother, and that
he should be admitted for that purpose at any hour wvhen I was
not recciving. [ cannot learn that he has ever tried to avail him-
self of the opportunity.”

“No doubt he has been very much occupied,” suggested Lord
Aveling. “It was probably he who escorted Mrs. Cameron when
she went to deliver her petition to His Majesty last Sunday at
Kensington, and {fainted, poor lady, ere she could present it.”

The Countess laid down the hare’s foot and surveyed the result.
“To be frank, I think that unfortunate woman must be making
hersclf a great nuisance to the Royal Family. The King, the
Princess Amelia, and the Princess Dowager of Wales all battered
with petitions! I do not wonder that she has been shut up in the
Tower with her husband, to prevent her from troubling any more
peop.e of position in that way.”

h“shut up in the Tower!” exclaimed Aveling. *‘I had not heard
that.”

“It may be only a rumour,” admitted his mother. “If it be true,
then perhaps we shall see Mr. Cameron here again . . . [ wish you
would tell me, Aveling, what you quarrelled about in Scotland ?”
And she darted a sudden glance at him.

Francis Lord Aveling shook his bead smiling. “About nothing
that you could possibly imagine! And we are excellent friends
now.”

“For your half-brother’s sake, I suppose,” observed Lady
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Stowe, taking up a gold pouncet box and sniffing the essence in it.

“I am not sure that that is the reason.”

“Well, whatever be the attraction, you can tell your new
fri&nd, when next you see him, that if he is tired of escorting
females in distress about London, my invitation still remains
open.” Lady Stowe rose, and sweeping away towards the long
mirror at a little distance, examined the fall of her sacque. Then,
a tiny spot of colour burning under the rouge, she said carelessly,
“Do bring him again, I'rancis! I vow his Highland strangeness
diverts me.”

Only Mrs. Willis, her woman, noticed that her ladyship’s right
hand was clenched hard round the pouncet box which she still
held. .

The hercic. no doubt, tnust pay for their admirable deeds;
nevertheless the conccinusness ot their heroism is probably
susta¥ning during the latter process. Besides, this particular piece
of heroism had not been 1n vain. When, about an hour and a
half later, I'urd Aveling heard the rumble of his father’s returning
coach, he hurried down to find the courageous nobleman being
assisted from it, and hardly suppressing his cries of anguish.

“No, no—not like that! Jenkins, don’t be <o damned clumsy!
Yes, that's better. \Jy God, what an infernal invention is gout!
Is that you, Aveling? I am going straight to bed; come and see
me in a qulrter of an hour.”

But when ht eatered the bedchamber Lord Aveling lound his
parent disposed 1n n easy chair as before.

“No, I was sure I could not endurc the pressure of the bed-
clothes. The foot is better thus. Oh —h ~h, damn it, don’t speak,
there’s a good fellow !”

The young man went and looked out of the window at the
swaying green 1n the square girden. Iore and more did he r8pect
his progenitor. Yet 1t must be worse to hang . . . and therest.. .
in beautiful summer weather too.

“'Tis easier now, for the moment,” said the sufterer’s voice.
“Come and sit down by me, Francis—only, for God’s sake, no-
where near my foot! At any rate, I have gog something out of
this inferno. . . . I only wonder that it never occurred to me
before, when I might have spared myself thesc torments.
Jardyne put the case 1n a nutshell. ‘Why’, asked he, ‘do you come
to me? Go to the Duke of Argyll. If he will but intercede for
Doctor Cameron’s life, he will not be refused. He is our first man
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in Scotland, and it is not our interest to deny him a favour when
he thinks proper to ask for it! So you see, Aveling, that if only the
Duke can be got to make intercession for Doctor Cameron the
thing is done! Now, why did no one evgr think of applying to
him before, for there is no doubt that Jardyne is right?”

And father and son looked at each other.

“It must be done at once,” said Lotd Stowe. “The Duke, I
think, is in town.”

“But who is to do it?”

“Why, the person best qualified—the poor gentleman’s wife.”

Aveling nodded. “But what if it be true, as my mother seems
to have heard, that Mrs. Cameron has been shut up in the Tower
with her husband? What then?”

“Shut up in the Tower !” exclaimed the Earl. “Oh, surely not!"
He turncd his head. “What sit, Roget's?”

“I understand, my lord, from the footman, that Mr. Cameron
is below, inquiring for my Lord Avelmg

“Mr. Camcron? I'll see him at once,” quoth Aveling, gettmg

up. “This is very opportune; I can tell him this hopetul news of
yours, my lord.”

“Yes; and tcll him to urge the poor lady to appeal to the Duke
without wasting an hour . . . don’t for Heaven’s sake come near
this foot, boy! ... Tell him that I wall gve her an introduction to
His Grace. Egad I'll be wriing now to the Duke to ask for an
audience for her, while you interview Mr. Camerorf.”

“I'll tell him, too, sir, at what cost you gained this promising
notion,” said the young man, smiling at his father as he left the
bedchamber.

Downstairs, in the library which had witnessed their recon-
ciliation, Ewen Cameron was standing, staring at the marble
caryatides of the hearth so fixedly that he hardly seemed to hear
the door open. Aveling went up to him and laid a hand on his
shoulder.

“I have some hopeful news for you, my dear Mr. Cameron.”

Ewen turned. Aveling thought him looking very pale and
harassed. “I have need of it, my lord.”

“In spite of his gout, my father has just been to sce one of the
Secretaries of State—no, no,” he added quickly, for such a light
had dawned upon the Highlander’s face that out of consideration
he hastened to quench it—** 'tis no promise of anything, but an
excellent piece of advice. Mr. Secretary Jardyne says that if his
Grace of Argyll would intercede for Doctor Cameron'’s life the
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Government would undoubtedly grant his request. Neither my
fatl;pr nor I can imagine why we never thought of that course
earlier.

A strange hot wave,of colour passed over Ardroy’s face, leav-
ing it more haggard looking than before.

“Then I suppose 1t must be done,” he said in a sombre voice.
“Do you know why I am here, Lord Aveling >—'ts a sufficiently
strange coincidencc to be met with this recommendation. Icame
to ask w hat his lordship thought ot the prospects of an applica-
tion to the Duke of Argyll!”

“Why,” cried the younger man, “this is indeed extraordinary,
that you, also, should have thought of making application in that
quarter!” .

“Not I! Idoubtif I should ever have thought of it,”” responded
Ewen, frowning. “The ndtion is Mrs. Cameron’s.”

“Excellent!” cried Lord Aveling, *because she is the one per-
son te carty it out, a« my father and I were just agirceing. If she
will go, he will give her "

“She canuot go.” broke in Ardroy. “That is the difficulty
She is herself a prisoner in the Tower now, at her own request
in order that she may be with her husband for . . . for the few
days that remain. Lhe only way, it secms, in which this request
could be complicd with was to make her 1 close a prisencr as he
is. It was done the might before last  This morning I received a
distracted Rtterdrom her; evidently this thought of appealing to
the Duke to usc hss intluence had come to her there—too Inte for
her to carry 1t out” He paused; his hands clenched and un-
clenched themselves. ‘So.. she has ashed me to be her deputy.”

“Well, after all,” aid Aveling 1 flecuvely, “you are a near
kinsman of her husband’s, are vou not, which would lend you
quite sufficient standing. My [athcr will give you an introduction
to the Duke; indeed | belicve he 15 aow writing to him oneMrs.
Camcron'’s behalf.”

“Yes, I suppose | must do it,” said Fwen between his teeth.
He was gaving at an impassive caryatid again.

“You will not carry so much less weight than poor Mrs.
Cameron,” observed Aveling consolingly. “Qf course—to put it
brutally—therc is much appeal in a woman’s tears, but on the
other hand you will pe able to plead more logically, more——"

“Plead!” cxclaimed Ewen, facing round with flashing eyes.
“Ay, that’s it, plcad—beg mercy from a Campbell!”

Aveling stared at him, startled at his look and tone. “What is
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the obstacle? Ah, I remember, your clans are not friendly. But
if Doctor Cameron can countenance—"

“He knows nothing about it,” said Ewen sharply.

“And his wife, not being a Cameron born, does not underst.nd
your natural rcpugnance.”

“She docs,” answered Cwen starkly, “for she is a Cameron
born. She knows what it means to me, but she implores me.. . .
and could I, in any case, hold back it I thought there were the
faintest chance of success? And now you tell me that one of the
Secretaries of State actually counsels it. God pity me, that I must
go through with it, then, and kneel to MacCailein Mor for Archi-
bald Cameron’s sake! I'd not do it for my own!”

Tle blank-cyed busts which topped the bookshelves in Lord
Stowe's sleepy, decorous library must have listened in amaze-
ment to this unchaining of Highland cian feceling, a phenomenon
quite new to them, tor even Lord Aveling was taken aback by the
bitter transformation it had worked in a man already wrought
upon by grief and protracted anxiety.

“Let me go, then, Cameron!” he cried. “God knows [ am sorry
enough for your cousin, and I have no objection to appealing to
the Duke of Argyll. I would do my very utmost, I promise you
... Or, perhaps, you could find some other substitute?”

“You are goodness itsclf,” said Ewen in a softened tone. “No,
I am the man, since Jean Cameron cannot go. It may be,” he
added in a rather strangled voice, “that, just becaase I am a
Cameron and an encmy, MacCailein Mor may be moved to do a
magnanimous act . . . O God, he must do it, tor all other hopes
are breaking . . . and there is so little time left!”

2

It*was with that despairing cry in his ears that Aveling had
hastened upstairs to his father’s room and held council with him.
As a result of this conclave Lord Stowe wrote a fresh letter to
the Duke of Argyll, saying that he was anxious to wait upon his
Grace with a friend whom he was desirous of presenting to hun
(he did not mention the friend’s name, lest by chance the
audience should be refused), but that as he was himself confined
to his room with gout he would send his son in his stead, if the
Duke would allow. The same afternoon the Duke replied very
civilly by messenger that he would receive Lord Aveling and his
friend at eleven o’clock on Monday morning. The Sabbath, he
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explained, he kept strictly as a day set apart from all worldly
matters.

So two days were lost; but, as Aveling assured that friend, the
Duke's influence was go great that he could no doubt have Doctor
Cameron repricved on the very steps of the scaftold. And to
those the Jacobite would nnt come till Thursday.

Nor did Ardroy have to go to the Duke of Argyll with his hat
in his hand and a letter of recommendation, like a lackey sceking
a place (as he had pictured himself) since he went under the
auspices of the Earl of Stowe, and accompanied by that noble-
man’s heir.

“I shall present you,” said Aveling to him as they went, “and
then take my leave at the first opportunity. Is not that whad you
would preter?”

“As you will,” replied I*'wen; and then, forcing a smile, “Yes, I
believe 1 should prefer it. You are always consideration itself,
my dear lord.”

That was almost all that passed betwcen them till they came
to Argyll House. And waiting in the portico, into which there
drifted a faint perfume of late lilacs from the Duke’s garden,
Ewen thought, “When neat [ stand here, the die will have been
cast, one way or the other.” His heart began to beat violently,
and when the doo* was flung open he w1s so pale that his com-
panion looked at hit with some uneasiness.

But as he stepped over MacCailein Mor’s threshold Ardroy
had gathered up his forces, and regained at least his ontward
composure. The two were ushered into a large and lofty room,
sparsely but massively furnished, at the end of which hung a
great blue velvet curtain suggesting 1nother room beyond. Over
the hearth voyaged the lymphad, the proud galley of Lorne, a
sinister device to many a clan of the West. Lwen averted his
eyes from it. How long, he wondcred, would he on whese an-
cestral banners 1t had fluttered keep the supphant waiting? . ..
but fortunatcly he neither knew as yet what nime that suppliant
bore, nor, indeed, that he came to sue.

But the Duke was punctual to the moment. A large clock by
the wall with a heavy pendulum ot gilt ang crystal struck the
hour, and the echo of its chimes had not died away before the
velvet curtain parted in the middle, held back by an announcing
lackey.

“His Grace the Duke of Argyll!”

And he who was sometimes called the King of Scotland came
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through—a man of seventy, upright, dignified, and rather cold,
plainly but richly dressed, with a heavy full-bottomed wig fram-
ing a delicate-featured face of much intelligence—a man who
had long wielded great authority, though he had only succeeg'ed
his brother the second Duke a decade ago. For more than forty
years Archibald Campbell, once Lord Islay, had been the main-
stay of the English Government in the North; and all this was
written, without ostentation, in his air.

Lord Aveling, who had never seen the Duke at close quarters,
was impressed, and wondered what the Highlander by his side
was feeling, but abstained from looking at him.

“My Lord Aveling, I think?” said Argyll pleasantly, and the
yourg man bowed. ““I am sorry to hear that the Farl of Stowe is
indisposed; it gives me, however, the chance of making your
acquaintance.” u

He came forward with a little smile and held out his hand.
“Pray present me also to this gentleman, whose name | haw not
the honour of knowing.”

And all at once young Lord Aveling, used as he was to all the
demands of society, knew nervousness—though not for himself.
Something of 1t was apparent in his voice as he replied, “This,
your Grace, is Mr. Ewen Cameron of Ardroy, a near kinsman of
the gentleman now under sentence in the Tower.”

What age had left of the Duke's eyebrows lifted. A line
appearcd on either side of his mouth. “And what does Mr. Ewen
Cameron”—there was the faintest stress on the patronymic—
“want of me?”

And his gaze, not hostile, not piercing, but unmistakably the
gaze of command, rested on Aveling’s tall companion.

“Your Grace,” began Ewen; but it seemed to him that his
vuice was frozen in his throat. It was not awe which enchained
it, far he was not in the least overawed, but realisation of this
man’s power for life or death, and of his personality. He was
MacCailein Mor, the Chief of the hated, swarming and
triumphant race of Campbell . . . and he seemed to be feigning
ignorance of why he, the Cameron, was there to wait upon him,
so that he might have the reason, which he could well have
guessed, put by the petitioner into words. The moment was as
bitter as death to Ardroy, and he hoped that Lord Aveling would
leave them alone together. But he finished his sentence.

“Your Grace, I am come on behalf of Mrs. Cameron, and by
her express desire, she now having made herself close prisoner
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hwith 1}}er husband, and being therefore unable to wait upon you
erself.”

“You come as the emissary of a lady, sir?” inquired the Duke
smpothly. “Your errgnd must have my best attention then. But
we stand all this while. Pray be seated, gentlemen.” He waved
them towards chairs.

“If your Grace will excuse me,” put in Lord Aveling, “I will
withdraw. I came but to present Mr. Cameron in my father's
stead.”

“Both of you deputies, in fact,” said Argyll, looking from one
to the other, and again he smiled the little smile which did not
reach his eyes. “I am sorry to lose your company, my lord, but I
know that you young men (if you'll forgive me for calling you
one) have better things to occupy you than talking affairs with
an old one. Mr. Cameron‘and I will then bid you farewell, with
regret. Commend me.if you please, to his lordship, and convey
to hiesn my condolences on his indisposition.” e shook hands
again with every appearance of cordiality, a footman appeared,
and Aveling was gone.

The Duke turned with equal courtesy to the visitor who
remained.

“And now Mr. Cameron—Cameron of Ardroy, is it not. ..
Ardroy near Loch Agkaig, if I am not mistaken? Pray be seated,
and let me know in what I can serve you on Mrs. Cameron’s
behalf? TRe chance to do so is not a pleasure of frequent occur-
rence where one of your name is concerned.”

“If your Grace will permit me, I had rather stand,” said Ewen
somewhat hoarscly. “l am come, as [ am sure you can guess, as
a suppliant.”

“Is that so?”” remarked the Duke, looking long and steadily at
him. His face betrayed nothing. “You will forgive me, perhaps,
if I myself sit, for [ am old and weary.” And he seated hithself
slowly in a high-backed chair. “You come, you say, as a sup-
pliant, and 1 am to see in you the representative of Mrs.
Cameron?”

“If you please, my Lord Duke—of a woman who turns to you,
in her mortal distress, as her last hope.” .

*“I think,” said the Duke of Argyll in a soft voice, “that with a
Highland gentlemanr such as yourself I prefer to be MacCailein
Mor.”

Ewen swallowed hard. It had come t¢ him that he could only
get through his mission if he forgot that fact.
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“Because for one thing,” went on Argyll, “if you are a kinsman
of Doctor Cameron’s you are equally a kinsman of his brother,
the late Lochiel, and of the boy who is Lochiel now.”

“Yes, | am a kinsman of all three,” said Ewen in a low vaice,
Archibald Campbell was trying, was he, to fancy that in some
sort he had the Chief of the Clan Cameron before him, about to
beg for mercy? “A kinsman by mairiage. And do not think,
MacCailein Mor,”—he gave him the title since he wished it, and
had every right to it—"“do not think that Doctor Cameron him-
self knows of his wife’s appeal to you!”

“No? But let us be clear, Mr. Cameron, on what score she . . .
you . .. which am I to say ?—is appealing to me. You have not
yet informed me.”

Ewen'’s lip gave a little curl as he drew himself up. The Camp-
bell knew perfectly well the nature &f that appeal. He himself
did not look much like a suppliant, as he stood there facing the
Duke. nor did he feel like one, but he did his best to keep his tone
that of a petitioner. “Mrs. Cameron desires to throw herself at
your Gracc's feet, as at those of the foremost man m Scotland,
whose wish is paramount with the Government in all things
Scottish, to beg, to implore you to use your great influence to
have the sentence on her husband commuted.”

“Commuted,” said Argyll after a moimrent. “Commuted to
what?”

“To imprisonment, to transportation—to aaythifig save an
undeserved death.”

The Duke leant forward, his fine hands, half-hidden by their
ruffles, grasping the lion-hcaded arms of his chair. “Undeserved,
do you say, Mr. Cameron? A man comes from abroad, with every
circumstance of secrecy, not once or twice only, but constantly,
during a period of seven years, to work against the established
government in the North, to foment disaffection by any means in
his power, to promise foreign intervention in aid of it—all this in
a country just settling down after a most disastrous upheaval,
in which he, too, bore a prominent part . . . and you call his death
undeserved!”

“Having regard to Doctor Cameron’s private character,”
replied Ardroy firmly, “I do. Your Grace must know—what on
all sides is acknowledged to be the case—how blameless a reputa-
tion he bears and how humane, and how strenuously, before the
troubles, he upheld all Lochiel’s eftorts for the bettcrment of the
clan. It was largely due to him, too, that Glasgow did not fare
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worse during the hostilities, and that Kirkintilloch was spared,
and Mr. Campbell of Shawfield's house and property protected.
Doctor Cameron’s is not the case of an ordinary plotter, my lord.”
4In what manner, can any plotter be extraordinary, Mr.
Cameron, save perchance in the amount of harm he does 2"’ asked
the Duke. “In that certainly Doctor Cameron has been singular.
Since the year 1747 his comings and goings, or his supposed com-
ings and goings, have kept Lochaber and the West in a continual
ferment. In his private character he may be all that you urge and
more, yet he has proved the veritable stormy petrel of the High-
lands, and the sentence on him is so well deserved that if I were
to crawl on all fours to the English Government they would not
remit it.” .

“You underrate your power, MacCailein Mor,” said Ewen in a
low voice. O God, did he*'mean that, or was he merely holding
out for more fervid, more grovelling entreaties? “You underrate
youmpower,” he repeated. “And you would show more than
your powcr, your . .. generosity .. by intervening on behalf of a
man whose ancestors and your——"

“No doubt,” broke in Argyll before the sentence was com-
pleted. “But that would be somewhat of a selfish luxury. I have to
consider my country, not my own reputation for magnanimity.”

Ewen seized upoq this passionately. “My lord, my lord, you
would be considering your country! The best interests of this
Governmefit are surely not served by the carrying out of this
extraordinarily harsh sentence, which your Grace must be aware
is agitating all London! There is no doubt whatever—and in
your heart you must know it—that an act of mercy on the part
of the present dynasty would do far more towards establishing
it in popular esteem than the depriving one Jacobite of life on a
seven-year-old attainder could possibly do.”

“When I spoke of my country, Mr. Cameron,” said the Duke
with emphasis, “I meant my native land, Scotland, whose wel-
fare and good settlement I had at heart before you were born.
Now you desire that I should induce the English Government to
commute Doctor Cameron’s sentence in order that he may have
the opportunity of going back to injure her again.” And as Ewen
tried to protest he went on more strongly : “No, Mr. Cameron, if
I advise His Majesty’s ministers to commute the sentence to one
of perpetual imprisonment, that is only to make of Doctor
Cameron a constant centre of intrigue and trouble, ending after
some years in his escape, as George Kelly escaped in the end (for
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there are plenty of crypto-Jacobites in London who will conspire
though they will not fight). If transportation is substituted for
imprisonment, then he may escape and return to Scotland more
easily still. No, I cannot now go back uppn the work and ¢an-
victions of a lifetime, and deliberately plant again in my
country’s breast the thorn which by good fortune has just been
plucked from it.”

“You said a while ago,” murmured Ewen with stiff, cold lips,
the great rocom grown a little misty and unreal about him, “you
said that the Government would not grant you this boon though
you crawled to them—and yct one of its first officials has stated
that such a request would not be denied for a moment if you
madg it. Now you say that it goes against your conscience to
make it. Which is it, my Lord Duke?”

Argyll got up from his chair. ‘

“You are a very bold young man, Mr. Cameron of Ardroy!
Are you trying to bring me to book ?”” The look which flick.ered
over his pale, dignified features was nearer amusement than
irritation. “I do not think that Mrs. Cameron would ‘have taken
that line. Believe me, it is not a wisc one!”

“I will take any linc that . . that pleases your Grace!”
declared Ewen, desperate. Was he throwing away what Jean
Camecron might have won? “Do you wish ipe, who, though [ am
not of Lochiel, have a strain of the blood and am a cadet of the
clan, do you wish me to kneel to you? I will, here ind now, if
you will ask for Archibald Cameron’s life!”

“There is no nced for you to assume that uncomfortable
position, Mr. Cameron,” replied thec Duke drily. “Spiritually you
are already upon your knees. And I am sorry if the floor is hard
... since | cannot for a moment entertain your request. ... Itisa
harsh saying, no doubt, but a very true one, when matters of this
kind’are in question (and it was an Englishman who uttered it)
—'Stone-dead hath no fellow’. I am grieved that I must endorse
it in the case of Doctor Cameron, for I consider that the Govern-
ment is more than justified in carrying out this long overdue
sentence—a sentcnce better merited, indeed, to-day than it was
even at the time of its infliction—and for the sake of Scotland’s
welfare I cannot advisc them to do otherwise.”

Ewen put his hand up to his throat. Otherwise he did not move.
Those were the accents of finality; to entreat further was only to
batter oneself against a rock, to lower Archie himself in the eyes
of the Campbell. Would Jean Cameron now have wept, im-
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plored, clung round the knees of MacCailein Mor? Surely not.

“Itis not,” went on Argyll, walking slowly to and fro with his
hands behind his back, “it is not as though Doctor Cameron had
shewn the slightest sign of real repentance for his ill-doings,
the slightest intention of futurc amendment. His answers
before the Privy Council in April were inspired by the most ob-
stinate intention of concealing every fact he knew under cover
of having ‘forgotten’ it, and when last month, immediately after
sentence had been passed upon him, he, in a conversation with
Mr. Sharpe, the Solicitor to the Treasury, seemed to lament his
unhappy position, and to say that if His Majesty extended his
clemency to him he would strive to lead his fellow-clansmca
into less treasonable paths, there was not one word of the ‘only
course which could concciyably merit such clemency—the mak-
ing of disclosures.”

Through the silencerthe slow swing of the pendulum of the
greatvgilt clock behind Ewen seemed to emphasise how fast the
sands were slipping in the glass of Archibald Cameron’s life.
Ardroy clefiched one hand round the wrist of the other; his eyes
were fixed, not on the Duke, who had come to a standstill, but on
the shaft of ycllowish light which penectrated the aperture
betwcen the curtains. So that was the one chance, a mocking rift
of hope like that blade of thin sunlight, a spar in the tumbling
sea which one must let drive by, and drown without
clutching. . *

“ ‘Disclosures’,” he said at last; and there was nothing in his
voice to show what he thought of the word or the thing. “You
mean, my Lord Duke, that it Doctor Cameron were to become
a sccond Murray of Broughton, that if he would tcll all he
knows——"

The Duke held up his hand quickly. “Pray, Mr. Cameron, do
not associate me with any suggestion so affronting to a High-
lander! I merely mention that Mr. Sharpe, as I remember,
seemed much disappointed—for the Government are well aware
that there is some new scheme afoot. You must draw what
conclusion you can from that. For myself, I think the
bargain would scarce be worth the Government’s while. . .. Yet,
out of a perhaps misplaced humanity, I will go so far as to point
out that that door, wliich was once open, may, for aught I know,
be open still.”

Open still—open still; the crystal pendulum swung on—but
that was not what it was saying.



268 THE GLEAM IN THE NORTH

“Your Grace is very good ..."” Ewen heard his own voice, and
wondered at its cold steadiness, since his heart felt neither cold
nor steady. “But that is not a door at which a Cameron of Lochiel
could ever knock. I will detain you no longer, MacCailein Mer.”

He supposed that Argyll must have summoned a footman, for
soon after that he passed once more through the pillars of the
portico. And once outside, in the brief summer shower, laden
with the scent of hilacs, which was now making sweet the June
dust, all the leaping flame of repressed feeling sank to extinction,
and in 1ts place there was nothing but 1ce about his heart. He
had failed; the last hope of all was gone. On Thursday—

And now he must write to Jean Cameron and tell her.



CHAPTER XXIII

Constant as Steel

And after that came the death in life of those intervening two
days, which seemed a whole lifetime on the rack, and yet a fiver
hurrying with implacable haste to the sea.

There was no hope for Archibald Cameron now, except the
faint possibility of tha3 eleventh hour repricve to which a few
still pinned their faith. At one moment Ewen would feel that
the intensity of his desire alone must call this into being; the
next, that he had always known the sentence would take its
course. Lord Stowe, grave and disappointed, advised him not to
trust to a miracle. It was remarkable that Aveling, young and
generous-hearted though he was, gave the same advice, and
would not take the easier path of trying to buoy up his friend’s
spirits with an anticipation which he did not share. But Lady
Stowe, wit whom Ewen had an interview, not of his sceking, on
the Tuesday, proclaimed her conviction that the execution
would not take place, and hinted at the influence which she her-
self had brought to bear on certain members of the Government.
Hector Grant was in a frenzy, dashing hither and thither, sure
that something could still be done, and talking wildly of a rescue
at Tyburn itself, of kidnapping Lord Newcastle or Henry Pelham
and holding them to ransom, and other schemes equllly
impossible.

But by noon on Wednesday Ewen had abandoned all dreams,
sober and extravagant alike. His faint hope of sceing Arc hie once
more was dead too; even the Earl of Stowe’s influence could not
procure him another interview. And in the #fternoon he shut
himself up in his lodging, and would see no onc, not even Hector.
He could talk about to-morrow’s tragedy no longer, and, like a
wounded animal which seeks solitude, only- asked to be left alone.
How desperately hard it was to meet a friend’s fate with com-
posure and resignation—how much less hard to face one’s own!

269
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He knew, for he himself had once been almost as near the
scaffold as Archibald Cameron was now.

He had sat for he knew not how long that afternoon immured
in the close little parlour, with the windew fast shut sinceshe
moment when he had overheard two men in the street below
arranging to go to Tyburn on the morrow, and one of them, who
was a trifle diunk, offering the other some only too vivid
reminiscences of the execution of the Scottish Jacobites in 1746.
Ewen had sprung up, and, calling upon his Maker, had slammed
down the window with such violence that he had nearly shat-
tered it. Then, after walking to and fro for a while like a man
demented, he had flung himself down on the settle, and was still
sitting there, his head in his hands, when a timud tap at the door
announced Mrs. Wilson.

“I'd not disturb you, sir,” she whispered sympathetically,
“but that there’s a messenger below trom the Tower in a
hackney coach, and he brings this.” She held out a letter..

Ewen lifted his hcad from his hands.

“From the Tower?” he rcpeated, looking at her stupidly.
Surely she did not mean that?

But, opening the letter, he saw the heading; saw, too, that it
came from the Dcputy-Lieutenant.

“Dear Sir,” it ran—

“Doctor Cameron having very earncstly dusired to see you
once more, and I mysclf having come to the conclusion that it
were better Mrs. Cameron did not pass the night here, but left
before the gates were shut, and that some friend should be
present to take her away, I have obtained leave from the Con-
stable for you to visit the prisoner and also to perform this office;
and have thercfore sent the bearer in a hackney-coach to bring
you back with all speed, as the gates must infallibly be closed at
six o’clock this evening.

“Your obedient humble servant,
“CHARLFS RAINSTORD.”

Ewen drew a long breath. “I will come at once,” he said.

Nearly all the way, jolting in the coach with the warder, or
whatever he was, Ardroy was turning over and over a once
entertained but long abandoned idea of changing clothes with
Archie. The same obstacle brought him up again—his own
unusual stature, though Archie was of a good height himself.
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Yet this unexpected summons did so clearly seem as though
Fate were holding out a last opportunity of rescue—but what
opportunity ? Ewen’s former visit had shown him how impreg-
nabs were the Tower walls, how closely guarded the gates.
To-night every soul there would be doubly alert. And if Archie
were by now in irons there was no hope of any kind . . . there
was little enougl in any case.

To his surprise, when he came to the Byward Tower, they did
not offer to search him, and he was told, also, that Doctor
Cameron had been moved from the Lieutenant’s house and
was there, in the Byward Towecr itself. Ewen asked the
reason.

“It was thought safer, sir. My Lords Kilmarnock and *Bal-
merino were lodged here in 46, though my Lord Kilmarnock,
too, was at first in the Lieutenant’s house.”

“And Mrs. Cameron,-is she in this tower with her husband?”

“N8, sir; she remainsin the Lieutenant’s house until she leaves,
before the gates are shut.”

fHe could®see Archie alone, then, and he could not but be glad
of that.

It had indeed a very different setting, this last meeting, and one
which better fitted the circumstances than the former. Unlike
the pleasant apartments with their glimpscs of the outer world,
this place was heavily charged with an atmosphere of finality,
for the rooY curved cage-like above the large, circular stone-
vaulted room with its narrow windows. In the middle was a
table with a couple of chairs; and at this table Archie was sitting
with a book open before him; but his eyes were on the door.
He was not in irons.

They clasped hands in silence as the door swung to and clashed
home. Only then did Ewen see that they were not alone, for
some distance away a wooden-faced warder sat stiffly on a cfair
against the wall.

“Cannot that man leave us for a little?”” murmured Ewen.

“No,” said his cousin. “I must have a shadow now until—
until there’s no more need of watching me. This good fellow
must even sleep here to-night. But we can speak French or Erse;
he’ll not understand either.”

Ewen was bitterly disappointed. If there were a witness
present they had not the faintest chance of changing clothes.
He said as much in his native tongue.

“My dear Ewen,” replied Archibald Cameron smiling,
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“Nature, when she gave you that frame, never intended you for
such a r6le—and in any case it is quite impracticable. Come, sit
down and let us talk. You see there is another chair.”

It seemed of a tragic incongruity to sét quietly talkingat a
table, but Ewen obeyed. Talk he could not, at first. But Archie
began to speak with perfect calm of his last arrangements, such
as they were; he had given his wife, he said, what he had been
able to set down from time to time of his wishes and sentiments,
by means of a bit of blunt pencil which he had contrived to get
hold of after all.

“Four or five scraps of paper they are,” he concluded. “I
could not come by more, but I have signed my name to everyone
of them, that they may be known for authentic.”

Only once did he betray emotion; it was in speaking of his
young children 1n exile, and their tuture, so desperately un-
certain when he was gone. n

“I have no money to leave them,” he said sadly. ‘“Ha& that
gold from Loch Arkaig really stayed in my hands they would
not be penniless now, poor bairns! But I have been*very much
pleased,” he went on, “with a letter which my wife showed me
from my eldest boy—you remember John, Ewen; he always had
a great admiration for you. I have for some time observed in
him a sense of loyalty and honour much,beyond what might
have been expected from a boy of his years, and in this letter of
which I speak he expresses not only his convictioh of my in-
violable fidelity to the Cause, but a desire that I should rather
sacrifice my life than save it upon dishonourable terms. I have
great hopes of his future, even though the principles of upright-
ness and loyalty be not over-popular nowadays.”

Ewen saw that great velvet curtain in the Duke of Argyll’s
house, with the shatt of light slipping through. . . . Did Archie
kndw of thatappeal? He certainly did not know of the chance of
life which Ewen himself had rejected on his behalf, for that
Ewen had not communicated to Mrs. Cameron when he wrote.

“Did the Privy Council,” he asked somewhat hesitatingly,
“ever hold out a promise of mercy if you would make dis-
closures?” .

Archie nodded. “Yes. And I believe that hopes of my doing so
must have been cherished for some time after my examination,
since Mr. Sharpe, the Solicitor tn the Treasury, certainly had
them as late as the seventeenth of May, when | was sentenced.
Tell me, Ewen,” he added, looking at him hard, “—for Jean has
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confessed to me the step which she worked upon you to take—
had his Grace of Argyll the same hopes?”

“You know of that?” exclaimed Ewen, half-apprehensive,
Lnalf—:elieved. “You kmow—and you forgive me for going to

im?”

“My dear lad, there’s no question of forgiveness. I ought to
thank you from the bottom of my heart for undertaking what I
know must have been a very repugnant task. Moreover, as [ am
neither a saint nor a hermit, but an ordinary man like the next,
I'll not deny that a span of forty-six years sometimes seems a
little short to me. If MacCailein Mor could by honourable means
have prolonged it, I should not have relished accepting the boon
from his hands, but I should not have refused it.” *

Ewen turned very pale. ‘‘Archie . .. you make me fcel like
your executioner! You might have had your hife, perhaps—but
I—in effect I refused it>tor you! I ... Butit's not too late.”

He haff-rose from his chair.

Archie caught at his arm. “Ah, loachain, 1 guess why you
refused it for me. Should I think that you know me less well
than my poor John? I'd have liked to have had the refusing of it
to MacCailein Mor myselt, on the terms which I can divine that
he offered.”

“To do him justice, he offered nothing. At the end indeed he
spoke of . . . of a possible door. You can guess what 1t was. He
would have haughft to do with 1t himself. Yet ” Ewen turned
his head away. What an inhuman, sterile dcity secmed, after all,
that abstraction called honour! *“Oh, Archie, if 1t were possible
to accept! .. It was not so hard then to turn one’s back on the
chance; I did it without weighing the matter. I knew you would
not consent. But 1t is much harder now.” And at last he looked
at his cousin, with eyes which, half-ashamedly, implored, as if
somehow, somehow . . . ’

Archibald Cameron smiled and gave his head a little shake.
“You will be glad by this time to-morrow. What welcome do
you think Murray of Broughton’s former friends give him nowa-
days? And would you set the door of Ardroy wide for me, Ewen,
were | to save my skin as he did? You knowsyou would not!
—But enough of this talk. There has been no choice in the matter.
I could not bring myself to betray either my companions or my
Prince’s plans.”

“Yet you yourself have been betrayed'” came instinctively to
Ewen’s lips.
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Archie’s face clouded a little. “I am glad to think that I do not
know the informer, whether the thing was done of his own free-
will or at another’s instigation. It is easier to forgive, thus.”

This time it was Ewen who was determined that Archie skould
read nothing upon his face, and he set it immovably. Of what use
to burden his spirit, so soon to be gone, with the hatred and
suspicion which lay so heavy on his own since the encounter
with young Glenshian?

Moreover—Iluckily perhaps—Archie here pulled out his watch.
“Good Mr. Falconar, the Scots nonjuring clergyman who has
been visiting me, and will attend me to Tyburn to-morrow, is to
bring me the Sacrament at five o’clock. 1 would have wished to
takt it to-morrow morning before I set out, but then Jean could
not have received it with me, nor you, if you wish to do so?”

“Will it be here?” ‘

“Yes,” The Doctor pointed to where a little table, covered
with a white cloth, stood against the wall, with two of three
footstools ranged before it. “And Jean herself will be brought
hither. But I have said farewell to her already. . . . Ewen, be
patient with her—though, indeed, she has the bravest heart of
any woman living.”

“You do not need to urge that,” said Ardroy.

“I'’know that I do not. It1s you who are to take her away from
the Tower, too, God bless you!”

“Shall I... take her back to Lille?” . )

“It is not necessary; that is arranged for.” Archie got up
suddenly; Fwen had a glimpse of his face, and knew that he was
thinking of the fatherless children to whom she would return.

He sat there, rapidly and quite unconsciously fluttering over
the leaves of the buok lying on the table, and then said in a voice
which he could scarcely command, ““Archie, is there nothing else
th#t I can do for you?”

Doctor Cameron came and sat down again. “There is some-
thing. But perhaps it is too hard to ask.”

“If it be anything which concerns me alone it is not too hard.”

“Then ... I would ask you to be there to-morrow.”

haen recoiled “I ... I did not dream that you would ask
that!”

“You would rather stay away?”

“Archie—what do you think I am made of?”

Archibald Cameron looked at him rather wistfully. “I thought
—but it was, I see, a selfish thought—that I should like to see one
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face of a friend there, at the last. I have heard that a Tyburn
crowd, accustomed to thieves and murderers, is.. . . not a pleasant
ol?e: and [ have been warned that there will be very many people
there.” .

“ﬁley will not be hostile, Archie; that I can stake my soul on.
You do not know the sympathetic and indignant feeling there is
abroad. But, if you wish it, I will be there; nay, if it is your wish,
I will make it mine too. . .. Yet even you will not ask me to
remain until the end of all?”’ he added imploringly.

“No.” said his cousin gravely but sercnely, “not until that.
Yet I think the end, thank God, will matter very little to me.
In spite of the terms of the sentence and of Lord Chief Justice
Lee, I have a good hope that I will not be cut down until I%an.
quite dead. . . . Ewen, Ewen, think it’s yoursel[ that’s going to
the gallows (as you nearly did once) and not I! You would not
play the child over your,own fate, I know that well!” For Ewen
had his head on his arms, and his nails were digging into the table.
He did not answer.

“I could wrish it were not Tyburn,” Archibald Cameron went
on, as if to himself. “My lords Kilmarnock and Balmerino were
luckier to sufter on Tower Hill, and by the axe. Yet 1 must not
complain, being but a commoner; indeed, I should think of the
great Marquis of Montrose, who was hanged hkewise—and from
a very lofty ladder t0d. And I thank my God I was always easier
ashamed than frightened. . . . Ewen, Mr. Falconer will be here in
a few minutes. Do you wish to make some preparation before
you take communion with me?”

Ewen roused himself, and mechanically knelt down by the
table where he had been sitting, put his hands before his face and
tried to say a pFayer. But it was impossible. His whole soul was
too pulsing with revolt to bow itself before that mystery of
divine self-humiliation and pain and joy; he could not even sy
‘Lord, I am not worthy’; his heart was nothing but a burning
stone.

Nevertheless he still knelt there, rising only when he heard
the bolts withdrawn, and there came in, first a very tall, thin man
in lay dress, who walked with a limp, and thcm, on the arm of
Rainsford himself, Mrs. Cameron. The Deputy-Licutenant con-
siderately dismissed the warder and himselt took the man’s place,
and, almost before Ewen, dazed with pain, had realised it, the
service was beginning. Archibald Cameron, his hand in his
wife’s, knelt at some distance from the improvised altar; Ewen a
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little way behin@ them. And, save that it was not dark, but a
June evening, the bare masonry of the place might almost have
suggested an Eucharist in the catacombs; but Ewen did not think
of that. He seemed to be able to think of;nothing, though he did
perceive that Mr. Falconer, who appeared to be greatly inoved,
was using, not the Fnglish Communion Office, but the proscribed
Scottish Liturgy of 1637.

When the moment of communion approached, the two in
front of him rose, and Archie glanced round at him, but Ewen
shook his head, and so Doctor Cameron led his wife to one of the
footstools and knelt beside her. But when Ewen saw them kneel-
ing there without him, the ties of human aftection drew him
mere strongly than his nonjuring training, with its strict doctrine
of the Eucharist and his own fear of unworthy reception, held
him back. So he got up after all, arid knelt humbly on the floor
by Archie’s side; and drinking of the cup after him whose
viaticum it truly was, felt for the moment wonderfull;' com-
forted, and that the Giver of that feast, first instituted as it was
in circumstances of betrayal and imminent death, kad pardoned
the hard and rcbellious heart in him. And he remembered, too,
that peaceful Eucharist by the winter sea in Kilmory of Ardna-
murchan, and wished that Mr. Oliphant were here. Then he went
back to the table where he had sat with Archie, and knelt down
again there with his head against the edge, for a long time.

At last he looked up. The service was over, Mr. alconar was
gone. Archie, with his back to him, had his wife in his arms.
Ewen thought that if he also went, the two might have a moment
or two together—save for the presence of the Deputy-Lieutenant,
who, considerate as ever, was looking out of one of the little
windows. But he could not go without a last word. He got to
his feet, approached a little way, and said his cousin’s name.

«Doctor Cameron put his wife into a chair and turned; and
Ewen held out his hand.

“I shall not see you again to have speech with,” he said in
Gaelic. His very hands felt numb in Archie’s clasp. “I wish I
could die with you,” he whispered passionately.

Archie held his hands tightly. “Dear lad, what then would
Alison do, wanting you, and your boys, and your tenants? You
have work here; mine is over.”

“Gentlemen,” came Rainsford’s voice from behind, “there
remains but eleven minutes ere the gates are closed.”

Time, the inexorable, had dwindled to this! Ewen caught his
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breath. “‘Good-bye,” he said after a second of struggle. “Good-
bye, faithful and true! Greet Lochiel for me. I will keep the
promise I have made you. Look for me there—give me a sign.”
He embraced Archie and went out quickly, for the door was ajar,
with%he armed sentrics close outside. Only Mrs. Cameron and
General Rainsford remained behind.

But outside, beyond the sentries, was still Mr. Falconar, with
his handkerchief to his eyes, As for Cwen, he leant against the
wall to wait for Mrs. Cameron and folded his arms tightly across
his breast, as if by that constraint he could bridle a heart which
felt as though it were breaking. Perhaps he shut his eyes; at any
rate, he was roused by a touch on his arm. It was Mr. Falconar,
still painfully agitated. .

“Sir, I shall spend this night praying less, I think, for him than
for strength to carry me threugh this terrible business to-morrow
without faltering.”

“Yoy mean the attending Doctor Cameron to the scaffold,”
asked Ewen in a voice which sounded compictely indifferent.

“Yes,” said the clergyman. “I declare to you, sir, that I do not
know how I am to come through it. Doctor Cameron’s com-
posure shames me, who am supposcd to uphold it. My great fear
is lest any unworthy weakness of mine should shake his calm in
his last moments—though that hardly seems possible.”

Ewen was sorry fo? him. “You cannot withdraw now, I sup-
pose, for he anust have a minister with him.”

“It is usual, I understand; but he does not nced one, sir.
He has not left it until the eleventh hour, like some, to make his
peace with God. I must carry out as much of my office as he
requires, but he does not need me to pray for him on the scaffold,
priest though 1 be. Ishall ask his prayers. I would ask yours, too,
sir, that I do not by any weakness add to his burden to-morrow.”

Ewen looked at him with a compassion which was shot
through by a strange spasm of envy. This man, who dreaded it
so, would see Arcnie once more at close quarters, be able to
address him, hear his voice, go with him to the very brink. . ..

Then through the half-open door came the Deputy-] ieutenant
with Mrs. Cameron again on his arm. She looked half-fainting,
yet she walked quite steadily. Mr. Falconar being now nearest
the door, General Rainsford put her into his charge, and called
hastily for the warder to take up his post again within. In a
kind of dream Ewen watched the clergyman and the all but
widow go down the stairs. His heart ached for her, little and



278 THE GLEAM IN THE NORTH

brave and forlorn, her dress slipping slowly from one worn stone
step to the next.

He had started to follow her, and had descended a step or two,
when he was aware of a voice calling hurriedly but softly to him
from above. He went back again, wondering. .

It was the Deputy-Lieutenant who had called after him, and
now met him at the top of the stairway. “Doctor Cameron has
remembered something which he had intended to give his wife;
but it was you whom he wished called back, if possible.” He
pulled out his watch. “Four minutes, no longer, Mr. Cameron!”

So he was to have speech with Archie once more. And, the
warder being still outside, and the Deputy-Lieutenant not seem-
ing to purpose coming in again, for that brief traction of time
they would be alone. Had Archie made a pretext to that end?

He was standing in the middle of“the room with something in
his hand. *I forgot to give these to Jean, as I intended, for my
eldest son.” And he held out to Ewen two shabby shoe-huckles
of steel. “Bid Jean tell him from me,” he said earnestly, “that I
send him these, and not my silver ones; and that if I had gold
ones I would not send him the gold, but these, which I wore
when skulking. For steel being hard and of small value is an
emblem ot constancy and disinterestedness; and so [ would have
him always to be constant and disintercsted in the service of his
King and country, and never to be eithet bribed or frightened
from his duty.—Will you tcll her that, Ewer?” «

No, he had not been sent for under a pretext. Ewen took the
buckles. “She shall have them; and I will faithfully repeat your
niessage.” Then he was mute; it secmed as if Archie were gone
already, as if the immecasurable gulf alrcady severed them.
Archibald Cameron saw the dumb misery on his face and put
his hand on his arm.

~‘Don’t look like that, my dearcst Ewen! I thank God I am
ready to be offered, and you need have no apprehension for me
to-morrow. It is poor Falconar I shall be sorry for.”

“Indeed,” said Ewen, finding his voice again, “he seems most
painfully apprehensive; he was speaking to me just now. I feat,
as he does, that his presence will be no support to you. I was
about to ask him whether he could not procure another clergy-
man to take his place, but so few in London are nonjurors, and
I suppose you would "

He never finished. The colour came surging over his drawn
face, as a wild arrow of an idea sped winging into his brain.
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“Archie,” he said breathlessly in Gaelic, “if a layman might . . .
if it could be contrived ... could not. . . could not I take his place
to-morrow ?”

In the Doctor’s face also the colour came and went for a
moMemt. “My dear Ewen . . . if it is like to prove a trial to
Falconar, how would you ”

“I'd rather stand with you in the cart than see you stand there
from a distance, and be unable to get at you,” said L'wen with
great earncstness. “I should be near you—I could speak to you.
Mr. Falconar says you have no need ot his ministrations. And I
wou™ not break down, I swear to you! Archie, would you be
will:ing?”

“Willing !’ exclaimed Archie in the same low voice. “I woull
give one of the few hours left me for your company! But it asks
too much of you, Eoghain.”

“Not so much as to stand in the crowd and watch you like a
stranger,” reiterated Ewen. “And—my God, the four minutes
must be nearly gone!—'tis as if Providence had planned it, for
Mr. Falconar is little under my height, and lame of a legas | am
at times. If I wore his dark clothes—tis a pity he goes in lay
dress, but that cannot be helped—and perhaps his wig, who
would look at my face? And the clergyman always drives by
himself to Tyburn, does he not?”

“I believe so,” sa®l Doctor Cameron, considering, “and in a
closed carrsage. &You would not be seen on the way, since you
would not travel publicly and slowly, as I shall.”

“I only wish I could, with you! But, Mr. Falconar apart,
would you not rather have some clergyman?” And, as Archie
shook his head, Ardroy asked hastily, knowing that his time
must be almost up, “Is there anything which I mustdo . .. there?
—To be sure I can ask Mr. Falconar that.”

“I suppose it is usual to read a prayer. I should like the ¢pm-
mendatory prayer from the Prayer Book . . . and I'd a thousand
times rather you read that for me than poor Mr. Falconar.”

“Mr. Camcron,” said Rainsford, impatiently appearing at the
door, “you must comc instantly, if you please, or ' shall be
obliged to detain you as a prisoner also—but not here with
Doctor Cameron. You have but just time to join Mrs. Cameron
in the coach.”

“I have your leave, then, if I can contrive it? whispered Ewen.

Archibald Cameron bent his head. ‘““Good-bye,” he said in
English. “Remember my message.”
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And this time Ewen hurried from the room with but the
briefest farewell glance, so afraid was he of being detained and
prevented from carrying through his scheme.

By running down the stairs he reached the carriage just before
it started. Mr. Falconar, hat in hand, was at the door of i, Mrs.
Cameron invisible within.

“Give me your dircction, sir,” said Ardroy hastily to the
clergyman. “I must see you when [ have escorted Mrs. Cameron
home: ’tis of the utmost importance.” (‘Ycs, he is much of a
height with me,” said something in his mind.)

Mr. Falconar gave it. “I shall await you this evening,” he said,
and Ewen scrambled into the already moving coach.

But now, as they drove out under the archway of the Lion
Tower, he must put aside his own plan, his own grief, and think
of one who was losing even more than he. Jean Cameron was
sitting upright in the corner, her hands clasped, looking straight
in front of her, and alarming him not'a little by her rigidity.
Suddenly she said, without looking at him:

“He is not atraid.”

“No, madam,” answered Ewen, ‘‘no man was ever less afraid.”

“The pure in heart shall see God,” she murmured to herself.
And a moment afterwards, somewhat to Ardroy’s relief, she
broke into wild weeping.

””



CHAPTFR XX1V
‘The Sally-Port to Eternity’

Thursday, the seventh of June, 17453, dawned just as those would
have wished who were intending to make 1ts forenoon a holiday
—sunny and clear-skied, yet not without the promise of a cloud
or two later on, whose shadow might be grateful if onc had Been
standing for some hours in the heat. 1 or many of the spectators
would begin their pllgrlmago to Tyburn very early in the day,
in order to secure good placcs, since, though the great triangular
gallov'vs could be seen from almost any distance, the scaffold
beside it, for what came after the gallows, was disappointingly
low. Moreover, it was a thousand pities not to hear a last speech
or confession, it such were made, and that was impossible unless
one were tairly near the cart in which the victim stood before
being turned off. So hundreds set off between six and seven
o'clock, and hundrgds, even thousands, more came streaming
without intermission along the Oxford road all morning; and the
later they Came the more they grumbled at the inferior positions
which they were necessarily obliged to take up: yet they grum-
bled with a certain holiday good nature. For though disgraceful
scenes did take place at Tyburn, some at least of those who in
this eightcenth century came to see a fellow-creature half-
hanged and then disembowelled were quite well-to-do citizens
who were conscious of nothing callous or unnatural in their
conduct. An execution, being public, was a spectacle, and a¥ree
spectacle to boot; moreover, to-day’s was a special occasion, not
a mere hanging for coining, or murder, or a six-shilling theft.
Of those there were plenty, with a dozen or more turned off at a
time; but Tyburn had not scen an execution for high treason for
many years, the Jacobite rebels trom Carlisle lmving all met their
deaths on Kennington Common.

And Ewen Cameron, as he sat in Mr. alconar’s clothes in the
shut carriage, which, with some difficulty at the last, had brought
him to Tyburn a little before noon, was appalled at the density
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and magnitude of the crowd, and almost more at the noise pro-
ceeding from it.

Mr. Falconar had only agreed to the substitution with many
tergiversations and much misgiving. He was afraid that he was
turning his back upon his duty; he was' afraid that tke.2raud
might be discovered by one of the Tower officials, if the coach
appointed to take him to Tyburn had to follow in its slow course
the sledge on which the condemned Jacobite would be drawn
there, a transit which would begin at ten and take a couple of
hours or more. But while Ewen was closeted with the clergyman
there had come a message from the Deputy-Sheriff of Middlesex,
in charge of the execution, to say that, owing to the crowds
which were anticipated on the morrow, the carriage was to fetch
Mr.'Falconar from his house at a later hour, and to go to Tyburn
by a less frequented route. So Ewen did not follow Archibald
Cameron in his sorry and yect pcrhaps triumphal procession
through the streets of London.

But he was come now, by a less protracted pilgrimage, to the
same heart-quelling goal; and he was come there first. He had
not alighted nor ever looked out. Therc was a sheriff’s man on
the box beside the driver who would tell him, he said, at what
moment his services would be required.

“Till then I should advise your reverence to stay quietly in
the carriage,” he was remarking now. “Therc’s nothing to be
gained by standing about, un'ess you’d wish to get,used to the
sight of the gallows, and seeing as you ain’t in parson’s dress,
some mightn’t know you was the parson.”

“I will stay 1n the coach,” said Ewen.

“You haven’t never attended a criminal here before, sir, 1
should suppose?”’

“No.” That was true, too, of the man whom he was im-
personating.

Tne good natured underling went away from the step, but
came back a moment later. “No sign of ’em,” he reported. ‘“The
prisoner’s long in comng, but that we expected, the streets
being so thick with people. But we hear he’s had a very quiet
]ourney, no abuse and nothing thrown, indeed some folk in
tears.’

“Thank God for that,” said Ewen; and the sheriff’s officer
removed himself.

Faces surged past the windows, faces young and old, stupid,
excited, curious or grave. Some looked in; once a drunken man
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tried the handle of the door; and the babel of sound went on,
like an evil sea. Ewen sat back in the corner and wondered, as
he had wondered nearly all night, whether he had undertaken
morg than he had stregngth for. He tried to pray, for himself as
well hrchie, and could not. Not only was yesterday evening’s
rebellion back upon him in all its force, but in addition he was
beset by a paralysing and most horrible sensation which he had
never known in his life. He seemed himself to be standing on
the edge of some vast battlement, about to be pushed off into
naked, empty, yawning space that went down and down for
ever, blackness upon blackness. In this nothingness there was no
God, no force of any kind, not even an evil force . . . certainly
there was no God, or he could not allow what was going to take
place here, when a life ike Archibald Camcron’s would be flung
into that void, and those other lives twined with his wantonly
maimed. Of what use tp be brave, loyal, kind and faithful—of
what ese to be pure 1n heart, when there was no God to grant the
promised vision, no God to see ? Archie was going to be butchered
. .. to whateend?

A louder hum, swelling to a roar, and penetrating the shut
windows as if they had been paper, warned him that the
prisoner’s cortége was at last in sight. And as it scemed to be the
only way of summoning up that composure which hc would
soon so desperately nted, Ewen tried, as his cousin had yesterday
suggested t@ him,*to imagine that it was he who was facing this
tearing of soul from body. The attempt did stcady him, and by
the time —it was a good deal longer than he expected—that the
sheriff’s man appeared at the window again he was tolerably sure
of himself. And he had the comfc 't of knowing that Archie—
unless he had undergone a great change since yesterday—was
not a prey to this numbing horror.

“The Doctor’s just gone up into the cart, sir, so now, if you
please ...”

And with that Fwen stepped out from the coach into the
brilliant sunshine and the clamour of thousands of voices and
the sight of the gaunt erection almost above his head and of the
cart with a drooping-necked horse standing beneath it. In the
cart, with his arms tied to his sides above the elbows, stood
Archie . . . and ancther figure. It was then about half-past
twelve.

“You go up them steps, sir, at the baci of the cart,” said the
sheriff’s man, pointing. “Way there, if you please, for the
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clergyman!” he shouted in a stentorian voice. “Make way there,
good people!”

There was already a lane, but half-closed up. It opened a little
as an excited murmur of “Here’s the parson!” surged alopg it;
showed a disposition to close again as several voicé\ “cried,
“That’s no parson!” but opened again as others asseverated,
“’Tis a Roman Catholic priest—or a Presbyterian—Ilet him
pass!” And the speakers good-naturedly pressed themselves and
their neighbours back to make sufficient space.

Ewen made his way to the steps. They were awkward to
mount; and when he rcached the last two there was Archie, in
what would have been the most natural way in the world had
his arms been free, trying to extend a hand to him.

“So you are come!” he said, and the warmth of greeting in
his voice and the smile he gave hilm was payment enough to
Ewen for what he still had to go through.

Doctor Cameron was newly attired for his dcath, smartés than
Ardroy had often scen him, in a new wig, a light-coloured coat,
scarlet waistcoat and breeches, and white silk stockings. Ewen
looked at him with a mute question in his eyes.

“l am very well,” said his cousin serenely, “save that I am a
little fatigued with my journey. But, blessed be God, I am now
come to the end of it. This is a kind of ncw, birthday to me, and
there are many more witnesses than there were at my first.”

Still rather dizzily, Ewen looked round at tlie sight which he
was never to forget—the sea of hifted faces, indistinguishable
from their merc number, the thousands of heads all turned in
the same direction, the countless eyes all fixed upon this one spot.
There was even a tall wooden erection to seat the better class.
Near the cart in which he now stood with Archie were two or
three mounted officials, one of whom was having trouble with
his*spirited horse; not far away was the low wheelless sledge on
which the Doctor had made his journey, the hangman sitting in
front of him with a naked knife; each of its four horses had a
plume upon its head. And on a small scaffold nearer still, itc
thin flame orange and wavering in the sunny breeze, burnt a
little fire. Ewen knew its purpose. By 1t was a long block, an axe,
and a great knife. Archibald Cameron’s glance rested on them
at the same moment with an unconcern which was the more
astonishing in that it contained not the slightest trace of bravado.

At this juncture the gentleman on the restive horse tried to
attract Ewen’s attention in order to say something to him, but the
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noise of the multitude made it impossible for his words to be
heard, though he beckoned in an authoritative manner for
silence; he then tried to bring his horse nearer, but it would not
obey. The rider thereupon dismounted and came to the side of
the Sun °

“I wished but to ask you, sir,” he began courteously, looking
up at Ewen, “—the Reverend Mr. Falconar, is it not>—how long
you are like to be over your office?”

But it was Archibald Cameron who answered—to save him
embarrassment, Ewen was sure. “I require but very little time,
sir; for it is but disagrecable being here, and I am as impatient to
be gone as you are.”

“Believe me, I am not at all impatient, Doctor Cameron, ’
replied the gengleman, with much consideration in his tone. “I
will see to it that you haye as much time allowed you as you
have a mind to.”

“You are Mr. Raynet, the under-shenfl ?” queried Archie. “I
was not sure. Then, Mr. Rayner, as [ do not intend to address
the populace, for speaking was never my talent, may I have the
favour of a few words with you?”

“Assuredly, sir,” replied Mr. Rayner. “And, for the better
convenience of both of us, I will come up to you.”

And in a few seconds he had joined them in the straw-strewn
cart. At this the cmmour of the nearer portion of the crowd
considerahly incrtased. and it was plain from their cries that
they imagined a reprieve had come at this last moment, and were
not displeased at its arrival.

But Mr. Rayner had no such document in his pocket. Ewen
heard the brief conversation whick ensued as a man hears talk in
a foreign tongue; though every word of it was audible to him it
seemed remote and quite unreal.

“Although I do not intend to speak to the people, Mr. Rayner,”
said Archibald Cameron very composedly, “I have written a
paper, as best I could by means of a bit of old pencil, and have
given it to my wife with directions that you should have a copy
of it, since it contains the sentiments which, had I made a speech
from this place, I should have expressed as my dying con-
victions.” *

“If Mrs. Cameror will deliver the paper to me,” replied Mr.
Rayner, “I will take order that it is printed and published, as is
customary in the case of a dying speech.” o

The Doctor inclined his head. “I thank you, sir,” he said with
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much gentleness, “for your civility and concern towards a man
so unhappy as I,” he paused a moment “—as I appear to be. But,
believe me, this day which has brought me to the end of life is a
joyful one. I should wish it known that I die in the religion of
the Episcopal Church of Scotland, which I Rave always prefztsed,
though not always practised. I know that I am a sinner, but I
have no doubt of God’s mercy and forgiveness, even as I forgive
all my enemies, especially those who have brought about my
death.”

“You have the sympathy of a great many persons, sir,” said
Mr. Rayner in a low voice. And after a second or two’s pause he
added, “There is nothing further that you wish to say—no last
request to make?”

“Yes, there is one,” answered the dying Jacopite; and Ewen
saw him glance, but with no trace, of flinching, at the little
scaffold. “It is that you would defer, as long as the law will
admit, the execution of the latter part of the sentence. I think
you know what I mean,” he added.

“I know so well,” replied the under-sheriff gravcly, “that I
give you my solemn word of honour that it shall be deferred for
at least half an hour. That much I can do for you, and I will.”

And, with a bow, he went down from the cart. His last words
had lifted a great and sickening apprehension from Ewen’s heart
. .. and, who knows, from Archibald Camenon’s also.

“I think there’s nothing now to wait for,” szid Archie, and he
suddenly looked rather weary, though he showed no other sign
of the strain upon nerves which, howevcer, heroically com-
manded, were only human. “And oh, my dearest Ewen,”—he
dropped his voice until it was almost inaudible—*“take my last
and best thanks for coming and facing this with me—and for
me!”

“But I have done nothing,” said Ewen in a dead voice.

“Nothing? You have come to the threshold with me. What
can any friend do more?—And now [ must go through.”

“But . . . you wished me to read a prayer with you, did you
not? I think I can do it, and it would perhaps . . . seem more
fitting.” In his heart, still a thrall to that dark horror of nothing-
ness, Ewen thought what a mockery the act would be. And yet
...wouldit?

“If you can,” said Archie gently. “We'll say it together. You
have a Prayer Book?”

Ewen took Mr. Falconar’s out of his pocket. And while the
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quiet horse in the shafts shook his bridle once or twice as if
impatient, and the flame on the scaffold, replenished, shot up
higher, Ewen read with very fair steadiness, and Archie repeated
after him, the commendatory prayer for a sick person on the
poinaddeparture. Afound the cart many bared their heads and
were silent, though in the distance the noise of innumerable
voices still continued, as unceasing as the ocean’s.

“0 Almighty God, with whom do live the spirits of just men
made perfect, after they are delivered from their carthly prison.
We humbly commend the soul of this thy servant, our dear
brother, into thy hands, as into the hands of a faithful Creator
and merciful Saviour ...”

And, as Ewen went on, the poignancy, even the irony of that
prayer, read as jt was over a man in full health and in the prime
of life, was softened by the perfect courage and readiness of him
who joined in it. The black void was neither black nor void any
longeg; and for a moment this parting under Tyburn’s beams
almost seemed like some mere transient farewell, some valedic-
tion on theprink of an earthly sea, some handclasp ere crossing
one of their own Highland lochs when, as so often, the mist was
hanging low on the farther shore. . ..

He finished. “Amen,” said Archibald Cameron in a low voice.
He looked up for a moment into the June blue, where the
swallows were wheeping. “ ‘Lord, into Thy hands ] commend my
spirit.”—Ewen, yqef had best go now. And do not fear for me—
you heard what Mr. Rayner promised?”

Ewen gazed at him with shining eyes. “I know now that there
isa God, and that you are going to Him! May He give me grace
to follow you some day.”

Then Archie held out his hands as far as he could, they kissed
each other, and Ewen turned away.

Yet on the narrow steps leading from the cart he all but
stumbled. And above him he heard the sound of his cousin’s
voice for the last time. It still held the same extraordinary and
unfeigned composure, even cheerfulness, in its tones.

“Take care how you go. I think you don’t know the way as
well asIdo!” .

The press was now so enormous that though Ewen was able to
reach the carriage again it was found impossible to drive away.
So he was there, on his knees, when A. hibald Cameron died,
though he saw nothing of it. Afterwards he was glad that he had
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been so near him at his passing, even glad that the long groan of
the multitude round the scaffold told him the very moment.
And before, at last, a way could be made for the coach, he knew
by the length of time itself that Mr. Rayner had kept his word,
and that the brave and gentle heart cast into the fire lr2%been
taken from no living breast.



Epilogue

“Keithie wants to swim too!”

“Keithie cannot, and let us have no greeting over it, now,”
said the handsome elderly lady who, coming at the end of the
long, fine day to take the air by the side ot Loch na h-lolaire
before sunset, had just been annexed by her younger gyea -
nephew. Little Keith, in Morag’s guardianship, had been en-
viously watching his brothtr’s progress through the clear, very
still water, but Donald, was back now, and dressed, in the boat
wherein Angus MacMartin, his instructor, had rowed him out a
little way from shore.

“When Ponald putched Keithie mto the loch,” proceeded the
small speaker, looking up earnestly at Miss Cameron, “Keithie
swimmed and swimmed till Father came. Donald couldn’t swim
then. Didn’t Keithie swim when you putched him in, Donald ?”
he inquired, raising his voice to carry to the boat. Nine months
older than on thy disastrous day to which he so uncom-
promisingly refe.fed, Keith no longer used the possessive case of
the personal pronoun to designate himself.

Donald, preferring to ignore this query entirely, cupped his
hands together and shouted with all the strength of his healthy
young lungs, “Angus says that you can come into the boat now,
Keithie, if Aunt Margaret will allow it, and sail your wee ship.
Will you come too, Aunt Margaret?”

“No thank you, Donald, I will not,” replied his great-aunt with
much firmness and in her ordinary voice. “I prefer something
stable under my feet—Keithie!” she clutched at his impatient
little form, “bide still! Do you want to fall in again?”

“Keithie didn’t fall in,” corrected the child, raising his eyes of
velvet. “Donald pu—" .

“Now, don’t say again that your brother pushed you,” ad-
monished Miss Cameron. *“It may be true, but you'd do better
to forget it. You know that Donald is very sorry for having
done it; and you yourself were very raughty to throw in his
claymore hilt.”
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“Yes,” admitted small Keith, and his features took on an
angelic expression of penitence. “Keithie was very naughty.”
He sighed. “But good now,” he added with a more satisfied air,
and, as if to prove his statement, stooped, his hand still in Miss
Cameron’s, picked up something at his feet, and hel=it out
towards his brother in the boat, which Angus was now rowing
in to shore. “Donald, Donald, you can throw my wee ship into
the loch because I throwed——"

The elder boy, standing in the bows, gave a sound like a snort.
“You know well that your ship floats!” he retorted indignantly.
*’Tis not the same thing at all!”

“But the ship goes . . . goes like this sometimes, explained
Keith eagerly, illustrating with the little painted vessel itself the
topsy-turvy position which he had not vocabu'ary enough to
describe. ‘

“Come now,” interrupted Aunt Margaret, who was always
direct, yet not the less esteemed by her great-nephews or that
account, “are you going with Angus or no, Keithie?”

“Wait, mem, if you please, till I make the boatie fact,” said the
careful Angus. At three and twenty he was as reliable with his
chieftain’s children, or with anything that was his, as any
veteran. He brought the boat into the bank and knelt to pass the
rope round the root of a birch-tree.

“I shall sail my wee ship round and r¢ nd and round the
island,” proclaimed Keith, skipping up and dowr. “I shall
sail—"

“Preserve us, who's yonder!” broke in Miss Cameron, her
eyes caught all at once by the figures of a man and a woman
under the trees on the southern shore of the loch. They were
standing very close together, looking at each other; very still,
and very silent too, else in the windless calm their voices must
have floated over the water. The westering sun smote upon an
auburn head . . .

“It’s Father—he’s come home at last!” cried Donald, and was
out of the boat like a flash and tearing along the path towards
them.

Angus jerked himself upright. “Indeed, indeed it’s himseif!”
said he in an awed and joyful voice. “Blessings be on the day!”

“Take the bairn and go,” commanded Miss Cameron, and in
a second the young piper had tossed Keithie to his shoulder and
was off to his master.
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.Theunset had been angry; now it was smoothed to serenity
—a_sea of the palest chrysoprase, with little islands of gold
whith had once glowed fiery rose, and far-stretching harbours
clasped between promontories of pearl.

“Iwigadl never forglt it,” said Ewen to the two women, the
old and the young, who stood with him where the Loch of the
Eagle reflected that dying glory. “No one who was there will
ever forget it: he went to his death as a man goes to a banquet.
All London was talking of it, friends and foes alike—and now
Scotland. See, when I came through Edinburgh this letter from
London had already been published in a journal there.” He
pulled out a newspaper and pointed, and the two ladies read:

. »

“Doctor Camgeron suffered last Thursday like a brave man, a
Christian and a gentleman. dn short [ cannot c¢xpress what I have
heard of his behaviour. It was reckoned by the thousands that
saw hjm more than huthan, and has left such an impression on
the minds of all as will not soon be forgot. His merit is confessed
by all partigs, and his death can hardly be called untimely, as his
behaviour rendered his last day worth an age of common life.”

“We have had another Montrose in our kinsman,” said Miss
Cameron proudly. “But it does not surprise me. Did his body
suffer the same fate gs the grecat Marquis's?”

“No, Augt Man‘ﬁt. It was not quartered, and though his
head was struck off, it was not exposed on Temple Bar, but buried
in the coffin.”

And he was silent, thinking of that midnight scene in the
vault of the Chapel of the Savoy, where, in the presence of a
little half-clandestine gathering of mourners and sympathisers,
the mangled body of the last Jacobite martyr had been laid to
rest. Again, he saw the torchhght run glimmering over ghe
inscription on the coffin-lid, heard Hector sobbing like a woman,
and bowed his own head before the overwhelming conviction
which possessed him, that the determination to have vengeance
on the informer which flourished so greenly in his heart was but
a mean, a shrivelled, a dishonouring wreath to lay upon the
grave of one who died with such noble and unvindictive for-
titude. Archie’s life was too precious to be paid for in such coin.
The traitor must go untouched by his hand; and the renunciation
should be his tribute to the dear and honoured memory of
Archibald Cameron.
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Not that he forgave . . . ii.ough Archie had forgiven ... ,

Ewen came back to the present. Miss Cameron was drying he
eyes. Alison’s face was hidden agsinst his breast. He held her
close, and laid his cheek for an instant on her head, for he could
feel rather than hear her little sobbing bteaths, and hg.g#=ssed
that she was saying to herself, ‘Ewen, Ewen, what if it had been
you!’

Then he saw Donald, preceeded by Luath the deerhound, come
bounding along the path under the birch-trees. In the boy’s hand
was the hilt of the broken claymore from Culloden Moor. “I
went to the house to fetch this, Father!” he cried, holding it
aloft. “I told you that Angus dived and brought it up again.
Ang I've had a notion,” he went on fast and excitedly, “that it
rould be mended, and have a new blade put tq it. . . . Why is
Mother crying?” .

Holding Alison closer than ever, Ardroy took the broken blade
and looked at it as if he were seeing m.ore than what he held.

“No,” he said atter a pause, “I think it can never be mended
now. It never could have been. . . . [ do not know, Donald, but
that you'll have to get you a new kind of sword when you are a
man.”

He gazed over his wife's dark head at the sunset, fading,
fading. ... How Archie had loved this land of mist and wind and
clear shining which hc had left like a malefactor and a hero!
And these lochs and hills would doubtless yx breed more of his
temper, but ncver a one who united to his courage and loyalty
so much simple goodness—ncever a one.

All the colour was gone from the sunsct now, save the faintest
opal tones, like the last cadence of a song. The four of them
turned from the lochside, and began to go homewards under that
June sky of the North which knows no real night; and the child
with the broken sword led the way.

THE FND

Several of the chief characters in this book appear
also in its predecessor, 1he Flight of the Heron and its
sequel, I'he Dark Mile.

































